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ADVERTISEMENT. 

IT may be proper to acquaint the Etiglijb Reader, 
that the Words Sirmo and Satira (v/hich we tran- 
flate ^attn) have a more extenfive Senfe in Latin 
than in EngUJh, This cannot be better explained than 
in the words of Mr. Dry den : 

* Among the Romans (fays he) not only thofe DiC 
'courfeswent by the Name ofSatirey which decried 

* Vice, ,or expofed Folly, but others alfo where Virtue 

* was recommended. But, in Englijh^ we apply i^only 
' to invedlive Poems, where the vel-y Name of Satire is 

* forftiidable to thofe Perfons who would appear to the 
'World what they are not in thiemfclves. With us, 

* lb fay Satire, is to mean RefledHon, as we ufe that 
I Word in the word Senfe ; or, as the French call it 
, more properly, Medifance. In the Criticifm of Spell- 
< ing, it ought to be with /, and not wither ; to diftin- 

^guilh its true Derivation from Satura, not from Sa* 

* tyrui? Preface to Juvenal, p. 74, 

The following Paffage alfo from the fame Preface 
deferves a Place here ; * Horace is always on the Amble, 

* J.wvenal on the Gallop. He goes with mbre Iropetu- 

* olity than Horacey\i\iK. as fecurely ; and the Swiftnefs 
' adds a lively Agitation to the Spirits. The low 

* Style of Horace is agreeable to his Subjedl. I queftion 

* not but he could have raifed it: For the Firft Epiflle 

* of the Second Book, addreffed to JuguJIusy (a nioft 
' inftruftive Satire concerning Poetry,) is of fo much 

* Dignity in the Words, and of fo much Elegance in 
' the Numbers, that the Author plainly fhows, fermo 

* pedeftrii [Profaic Style] in his other Satires was ra- 
'ther Choice than Necc&ty.' 
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THE 

FIRST BOOK 

OF THE 

SATIRES of HORACE. 

SATIRE I. 

Modernized by h A AQ Pacatus Shard, Efq. 

That all Men^ and especially the Covetous^ are 
difcontented with their Lot. 

TO THE 

Right Hon.JoniiEarlofCoRK^andOKKZKY. 

WHATis theReafon,nor\e enjoy the State 
In which they here are plac'd by 
Choice or Fate ? 
All their Condition, Orrery, bemoan. 
And think another's happier than their own. 
The Soldier, worn withToil, with Years oppref^'d. 
Laments his Lot, and calls the Merchant blefs'd. 

B 3 When 



6 SATIRES ^/HORACE, 

When Billows roar, and ftormy Winds arife, . 

* I'he Soldier's Life is befl:,' the Merchant cries j 

* He foon a fpeedy Death in Battle finds, 

*Or with frefti Laurels his glad Temples binds.*' 
Wak'd by his Client ere the Dawn appears, 
A Peafant's Life the Barrifter prefers. 
When by a Summons hurry'd up to Town, 
Whate'er he fees delights the gaping Clown. 
Fully to prove how all Mankind admire 
Lots tifffering from their own, would fFhitefield tire. 
But to the Point, my Lord ; you now fliall hcar^ 
From thefe Examples* what I would infer. 
Should fome celeflial Delegate be fent. 
And fay, ' I come to give you all Content ; 

* Soldier, enjoy your Wifh^ nd more repine ; 

* Lawyer, the Peafant's envied Life be thine : 

* Let each afFume the Lot, that beft will* pleafij, 

' And quit his own : Retire— depart in Peace— 

* Why ftandyou thus? whence fprings this ftrange 

* None will be bleft, yet every Mortal may.' [ Delay ? 
Sure, Heaven, incens'd, no more will condefcend 
To their next Suit a gracious Ear to lend. 

But to be gravie, all jefting I decline. 
Though I PleaO^ntry withTruthonefure njayjoin •, 
a With Sweetmeats thus kind Parents ftri\^« to win 
ChilJren^ when firft their Horn-book th)ey begin. 
The fubtle 3 Lawyer, wrangling at the Bair> 
Soldiers inur'd to the Fatigues of Wa.r:i 

The 
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TheHind,thatploughstheL?iidwithfom!ichPain\ 
Sailors, who. boldiy venture o'er the Main ; 
All toil, with this Pretence, to heap up Gold, 
'That from their Labours they may reft, when oklj 
All cite th' Example of the 4 bufy Ant, 
Who lays up Stores againft a Day cf Want 
Butlhe, more wife, when Clouds are big with R ir, 
Ne'er ftirs from home, but eats her hoarded Graia j 
Whilft you defy the Cold, the fcorchinj Sun, 
Thro' fire and Sword, thro* various Dangers run, 
And fordid Lucre greedily purfue, 
L?ft any boaft, they richer are than you. 
What Joy can thofe vaft Heaps of Gold afford, 
Which under iGround, by ftealth, you trembling 

hoarJ ? 
Iftouch'd, they foon will melt away, you fear ; 
But in an untouch'd Mafs what Charms appear ? 
What if you threlh ten thoufand Sacks of Grain, 
Tour Stomach will no more than mine contain. 
Beneath his Bafket th< ngh the Baker fweat, 
He no more Bread, than you or I, cjn eat. 
To thore,whofeWants exceed notNature'sBounds, 
Ten are as good as twenty thoufand Pounds. 
You think it fweeter, though you take no more,. 
To take it from a great, than little Store. 
Amply my little Barn my Wants fuppjies; 
What can you mere from your large Qra.naries? 

B 4 ^Qu. 



8 SATIRES of HORACE, 

You might as juftly fay, when you were dry. 
And a tranfparent Fountain rofe hard by, 
*From fuch a Spring I fcorn my Thiri to flake, 
'No, let me quench it from yon 5 fpacious Lake/ 
Who eager more than what is needful craves, 
If his Feet flip, is bury'd in the Waves ; 
Whilfl: the contented never fear the Floo4, 
But drink their Water pure, and free from Mud, 

Led by falfe Notions, many we behold. 
Who think their Merit's to be weigh'd^by Gold. 
What Anfwer fliall we make to fuch as thefe f 
Why let them be unhappy, if they pleafc. 
^ Thus the rich Mifer, though the People hifs. 
Applauds himfelf, and hugs his fancy'd Blifs j 
Cri^s out, ' Laugh on 5 contented, Tm your Jeft, 
* So I my Bags contemplate in my Cheft/ 

When 6 TantaluSy immers'd in Water, flood. 
And with parcb'd Lips catch'd at the flyihgFlocd— 
You fmile, and fl:op me as I juft began ; 
Change buttheName, you'll find yourfelf the Man : 
Brooding you fit, and view with fond Delight 
Your Bags, as Pictures only made for Sight ; 
But with religious Scruple you decline 
To touch them, as you would a facred Shrine, 
No Worth intrinfic I in Gold perceive 5 
Value to Money Ufe alone can give : 
AVith it plain Cloaths, and Ample Food we buy, 
< And Nature's reafonable Wants fupply. 

For 
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For Dread of Fire, to lie whole Nights awake. 
And, trembling, every Noife forThievestotake ; 
With prying Jealoufy to watch all Day, 
Left Servants plunder you, and run away ; 
If Riches Cares increafe. In Mercy grant 
That I fuch Bleffings, Heaven, may ever want ! 

* But, when attacked by fome fevere Difeafe, 
« Gold will pay JVatforCs Bill and TVtlmofs Fees ; 

* All proper Means procure to fave a Life, 

* Deartomy Friends,myChildren,and my Wife* — 
. NorWife,norChildren,atyourDeath would grieve 5 

Not one, that knows you, wifhes you to live : 
When, to all other Things, you Gold prefer. 
How can you think your Death deferves a Tear ? 
Without fome kind Returns, we hope in vain 
The Love of Friends and Kindred to retain ; 
This Will our Skill and Pains as much furpafs. 
As, to the Bit, to break the ftubborn Afs. 
'Since you have treafur'd up fo vaft a Store, 
. ^aniih the Dread of e'er becoming poor. 
Of Wealth fuperfluous quit the vain Purfuit, 
Of your paft Labours now enjoy the Fruit. 

Short is the Story, which I here relate. 
And learn to fhun from thence * Corbaccio*^ Fate. 
Imroenfely rich, he went fo meanly cla 1, 
He wore no better Cloaths than f Juftice L—d% 



• A Cbaraftcr in Ben Jobnfin's Comedy of ^olpone^ 
f A rich Mifer, known after twenty Ycarg Abienct 
by hit old Cloak. 

B S ' What 
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WhaRt Nature oall'd for, woiJd himfelf deny. 
And Uv'd in Wam> left he for Want fliouU die. 
An Axe his Whore, a bold Virago, took. 
And clove him to the Middle at one Stroke. 

* What ! to turn Spcjidthrift then you me advifc/ 
Between: the two Extremes a Medium lies ; 
And^ thotjgh a^ainft the Mifer I exclaim, 

I likewke think the Prodigal to blame : 

Strive not to blendThings^ which byNature ckfli.; 

♦ E i P s difiers from Beau Na/h. 

In every thing obibrve the golden Mean ^ 
Virtue within 6x'd Bounds is only (eea« 

Well, to 7 refume the Thread of my DifcoHrfr, 
Let none their Station think than othexs worfo^ 
Juft like the Mifer,, who, repinii^, views 
The fwelling Udders of his Neighbour's £w^» 
Th$ greater Part, the poorer 6f the Train, 
He overlooks in his Purfuit of Gain; 
But if he fees a richer Man before^ 
8 'Till he outftrips him, never will give o'en 
The Charioteer thus in the rapid Race 
Laflies his Steeds to gain the foremoft Place j 
Prefles on thofe before with eager Hafte, 
But difregards them, when h€ once is paft. 



• A noted Mifaivthrope, from whom, the Chara&er of 
Crab'm Mr. foou's f^ircc of TbeBHGLnH»AAH.reJumid from 
Pari8> is fuppofed to be takea. 

This 
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This is thcReafon, why fo few are feen. 
Who think their Station here has happy been^ 
Or, when the Feaft of Life is o'er, retreat, 
Andqjit, 9 like a contented Gueft, their Seat. 

tnough for once J 'tis time I fliould defift. 
Left youfufpefl, that I'm turn'd Methodist. 



NOTES. 

The Satires and Fpiftles o£ Hcrace may be confidtirf d as 
tc6i:ures of Morality, in this Rcfptf^l fingular, that 
though he attacks the Victs of the Age, and 1 lysdovtu 
the moft rational Principles of Philofophy, yet he nevrr 
lofes Sight of the delicate Manners of the Court. lU is 
a Philofopber, who, without niTuminff the Habit, or. 
giving himfelf the forbidding Airs, of that Profeil)Ou, 
io far embellifhes every thing he borro\*'s from it, and 
gives it fuch a Grace, that he fcems not fo much to havo 
Sudied Philofopliy as himfelf, and to draw every thing 
from his own Fund. Dacier. 
1 Ridttttem dUere 'verttm 

Sluid 'vetai ?] The Poet here excufes the employing 
Fables, which are commonly the Veil of Truth. No one' 
ever made ufe of them more happily than Horace, Ftrjius 
therefore had Reafon to lay of him, 

Omne *vi^er *uitium ridenti Flacctii amico 
Tonicity fif admijfus circum pracordia luditm 
* Facetious Flaccus rallies the Foibles of his Frientls, viith- 
< out putting them out of Humour.' 

» Ui pueris olim,'^ H« here imitates a SimiU o£ Lu^^ 
irci'msy at the Beginning of his fourtii Book : 
Ham veluti puerts abfytiihia teira medenut 
Gum dart cofMntufy &c. 

■ For thnsr Phyficians- ufe. 

In giving Children Draughts of bitier Juice j 
To tempt lkeLip> they tinge the Cup wkh Sweet, Sec, 

• Creech. 
3^ ^ This 
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This Stmih was proper for Lucretius^ who there confi 
cier« himftlf as a Phyfician employed to purge the Miiid 
of Superftition. But Horace had Reafon to alter it, be- 
caufe he bttc affumes the Charaftcr of a Philofopher, 
who. t cathes and reforms . 

3 PerfiJus AirCaupo.— 3 Mr. Mark/and has hit Jlie 
Blot iri this PafTage, (where Caupo is palmed upon us tor 
Juris- CO fifultus^) but has not been fo happy in his Cor- 
re6lion of it. The true Reading, in all Probability, is 
Cauior, The Word is of the belt Authority : • Cautorem 
aheni periculu* Cicero. As likewife the Propriety of its 
Ui'e for JuriS'Confultus is manifeil, whofe proper Bufi-» 
ntfs it was, • in jure cavere.' * Meiius ei caifere 'voh^ 

quam iffe aiiis filet,'' Cicero de Valerio Juris-confulto. 

S^uique ah'ts cavit (i. e. Jurts confultuj) non covet ipfefihi,'" 
Ovid. The Epithet perfidus added to it makes a very 
humorous Oxymoron^ as they call it, a pleafant Contra- 
diction in Terms. This Conjecture is, I believe, *a» 
Anecdote. I heard it many Years ago ; but cannot cer- 
tainly fay who was the Author of itj but think it wa» 
the late Dr. Cockman. Dr. Lowtu. 

4 Sicut 

farvula^formica ] The Diligence of the Ant was long 
ago propoled as an Example. Sohmon refer* the Slug- 
gard to it, in the fixth Chapter of Prncuerbsy Verfe 6. 
Go to the Ant^ thou Sluggard \ con/ider her Ways y and benvife,. 
And it has furnilhed FiniH with a fine Simile, in the 
fourtu Book of nis jEneid r 

Ac *veUti ingentemformka fhrris acervum 
Cum populcwt^ ver. 402, & ffq. . 
Thus in Battalia march embody *d Ants, 
(Fearful of Winter, and ot future Wants) 

T' invade * he Corn ■ 

The fable Troop, along the narrow Track, 
Scarce bear the wtigbty Burden on their Back. 
Some guard t e Spoil j lorae lafti the lagging Train j 
All ply th«ir feveral Tafks, and equal Toil fuftain. 

Dryden. 
5 Mngno deflumine mailem.] There is a PafTage like this 
in the Prophe I'aiak : Forfimucb as this People refufeth the 
^tf/m «/ Shiloath, thai firw joftlj \ biboldl /A/ Lord 

hringith 
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hringetb updn ibem the U^atirs of the River, Jfrong and many. 
Ch. viii. 6 & 7. 

6 See the Story o^ Tantalus in Homer's Odyjfey, Book xi. 
The U/e of thele Fables is very ancient. The Prophet 
Nathan addreiTes an admirable one to David, in the 
twelfth Chapter of the (econd Book of Safnuei, relating 
to the poor Man's Ewe-Iamb $ and when it had produced 
the intended Etfeft, he applies it direftly to the King, 
iaying, Tbou art the Man ! 

7 lUttCt unde.ahii, redeo.] He returns to his Subjeft* 
from which he had digrefi'ed at the 23d Verfc, and (liows 
that Mens Avarice is the Source of their Inconftancy. 

8 Ut cum carceribus mijfos rapit un^ula curruj.'] This 
Comparifon is beautiful, and in the Heroic Style. It 
was iug^efttd to him by the Word Jejfinanii (outftrips 
him) in the foregoing Vcrfe. P'irgil has a noble Simile oi 
the fame kind, at the Knd of the firlt Georgic, to which 
thi?, perhaps, is not inferior : 

So four fierce Courfcrs, ftirting to the Race, 
Scour o'er the Plain^ and lengthen every Pace : 
Nor Reins, nor Curbs, nor threatening Cries they hear. 
But force along the trembling Charioteer. Dkvden. 

a Cedat uti con viva fat ur."} Horace here had his Eye on 

this Line of Lucreiius : 

Curnony ut plenus vita conviva, recedis ? 

And thofe which follow : 

Sed quiafemper aves quod abejl^ frafeniia tcmnis, 
ImpfTjeffa tibi elapfa eft ingrataque j vita, 
Et nn opinanti mors ad caput adftitit, ante 
S^amfatur ac plenm pojfu difcedere rerurri. 
Why rife we not, as at a plenteous Feaft, 
Cramm'd to the f 1 1 with Food, the fated Gueft ?— 
Unfaiisfy'd with all that Nature brings j 
Loathing the prrfent, fond of abfent things : 
From hence ir comes, our vain D« fires at '^Xnit 
"Within thcmfclves h:ive tant.disM our Life j 
And ghaftly Death ap-. ears btforc our Sight, 
Ere we have gorg'd our Senfes with Delight. 

DrYD£JC« 



14 SATIRES ^/HORACE, 
SATIRE II. Omitted. 
SATIRE IIL 

By Mr. J. D u n c o m b E. 

^hat we ought to be indulgent to the Imper- 
feSlions of our Friends y and not look onfmcll 
Faults as Crimes. 

'^niT'HEN a&'d to fmg, no Songfter will comply; 
But alJ your Patienccjwhen unaflc'd, will try. 
Sach was I Tigellius \ Cafar^ whofe Commands 
Are Laws, in vain has urg'd him by the Bands 
Of his* Great Father's Friendfhip, and his own : 
But, when the Whim prevail'd, in jocund Tone, 
J^owhigh, now low, he roar'd, all Supper long. 
Treble or Bafe, a Bacchanalian Song. 

No Man was lefs confiftent: Now he flew 
Sofwift, you'd think an Enemy in View j 
And now, majeftic as the \ Maids who ftalk 
With Juno's Veffels, he would ftowly walk. 
Sometimes twahundred Slaves compos'd his Train, 
And fometimes ten. Now in a pompous Strain, 
Of Kings andTetrarchs he would brag; and now 
Would humbly pray, * Indulgent Heaven, beftow 

• A three-legg'd Tabic, and of Salt one Shell, 

* And a coarfe Gown, the Weather to repell!' 

Yet 
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Yet in five Days^ fo frugally content. 
Had he a Million, it would all be fpent. 
AUNight hedrank,. and then all Day would fnorc i 
No Mortal from hitnfelf could differ more. 
Should it be faid, • Are you from Vices free ?' 
No ; Faults I have, but lefs, I hope, than He» 
When 4 ManiusT ^\xnt$ on abfent A71w//«i thrcw^ 

* Hold, hold,* fays one ; * I wifh yourfelf you knew^ 

* Or knew our juft Opinion.* ' Well I know,* 
He cry'd, * but to myfelf Indulgence fliow.* 
This bliHd Self-Love, the Bane of Humai^kind'y 
Ever denotes a mad or foolifl>Mind.. 

Why your o^n Errors do you fpare, but fpy 
Thofe of your FrieiKkwith more than Eagle's Eye ? 
Th' EfFefl: is this ; your Friends, iiv juftReturn, 
With like Minutenefe will;w«r Faults difcern. 
You fay, 5 * He's pcerifla and Hl-bred, nor fit 

* To hold Di/courfe with Men of Farts and Wit ; 
^ And all muft fure that awkward Garb deride, 

* His Seard ill-ftaBsren, and Us Shoe too wide/ 
Suppofe we thi6, hfe Merit is approved ; 
NoWorthief breathes*; by himh you're truly tov'd 5 
And in.th*uApoliib'd Cafe whkh you deiptfe, 

A matchlefs G«n9, ^ a noble Ger^ius, lies. [Care 
Search yoaJf own Hea4ft ; thofe Vices claim yout 
By 7 Nature or by Habit planted there > 
For BramUe^, fit alone the Flames to feeil^ 
Will foQ» o'«F^rtH» tb' untaliivaiied Mead* 

The 
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The Lover in his Fair no Faults can find. 
Or Faults feem Beauties to his partial Mind. 
The Wen, that darkens his lov'd Hagne*% Face, 
Balbinus praifes and efteems a Grace. 
Oh ! were fuch kind Miftakes in Friendfhipknown^ 
Virtue might well the generous Error own. 

Let us, to every friendly Failing mild, 
As gently treat it as a Sire his Child. 
He calls a Leer what you a Squint would deem ; 
Does he, like * Sifyphus^ a Pigmy feem ? 

* 'Twould glad your Heart to hear the Puppet prate : 
Splay are his Feet ? * Hcjhuffles in his Gait.' 

Thus, (hould your Friend be avaricious, fay, 

• He lives, I grant it, in \frugal\Yzy.* 
Is he impertinent, and too verbofe ? 
Say, ' he's Tiboon Companion, zn^jocofe.* 
If proud, affirm, that he is free^ ftncere\ 
If paffionate, that he's no Slave to Fear. 
Thefe Arts, believe me, many a Friend will gain ; 
Thefe Arts thofe Friends for ever will retain. 

But we mifconftrue every generous Aim, 
And brand each Virtue with an odious Name. 
He, who for Diffidence deferves our Praife, 
We cry, ' A ftrange Stupidity difplays.* 
Andihould another, with induftrious Care, 
Of every knaviQj Artifice beware. 
Fearing vtith Envy or Reproach to meet. 
We ftyle hU Prudence Cunning and Deceit. 

If 
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If one, to every polifli'd Grace unknown, 
(Such as to you, MacerM$^ I muft own. 
Oft I appear) with Nonfenfe, in a Train ", 
Of Thought or Reading, fliould his Friend detain^ 
We ftrait pronounce him an egregious Fool ; 
Ourfelves condemning by the felf-fame Rule. 
The Seeds of Vice fpring up in every Brcaft, 
And he, who is leaft faulty, is the beft. 

In equal Scales a Friend well-natur'd weighs 
(As fit) each Deed that merits Blame or Praifc, 
And is to thefe, if thefe prevail, inclin'd, 
If he, belov'd, would like Indulgence find. 
9 Be fure to fpare the Freckles of your Friend, 
And, in Return, your Hump will ne*er offend. 
Juftice and Equity both loudly plead. 
That all fliould Pardon give, who Pardon need. 

Since Rage, and other Vices, in the Soul 
Deep-fix'd, v/e never wholly can controul. 
Let Reafon then, proportion'd to th' Offence, 
Impartially due Punifhment difpenfe. 
Suppofe your Slave, as he removes a Difh, 
Should fip the Soup,- or tafle a broken Fifh; 
If you for this pronounce the Crofs his Due, 
The wife will »© Laheo think lefs mad than You, 

But will not You more criminal be thought ? 
If, when your Friend commits fome venial Fault, 
A gentle Treatment he fhould fail to find. 
You cruel will appear to all Mankind : 

Inftead 
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Inftead of thai, you fhunbim, and defpife: 
Thus the poor Debtor from ftern " Rufi flies. 
And if, perchance, hefliould negleift to pay 
The Loan with Intereft on th' appointed Day, 
Arretted at the PJaintiiPs Suit fevere. 
The tedious Scroll with Patience he hiuft hear. 
* He ftain'd my Couch, whenWinehad banifh'd 
Thought, 

* Or I a broke a Beaker, by Evander wrought, 

* Or, 13 hungry, fnatch'd aChicken from myPlate:* 
Does this deferve Refentment'$ gtmoft Weight V 
If he fliouid rob you, »4 cheat you, nor reftore. 
Th' entrufted Pledge, could you refent it more ? 

They, who th' Equality of Crimes fupport, 
Faulter, when try'd in Truth's impartial Court: 
Doftrines lilce this nor ^5 Senfe nor Law allow. 
Nor public Good, 16 whence Rightandjuftice flow- 
When firft from Earth ^7 crawl'd forth each Man 
and Brute, 
Mankind, like them as 18 wretched and as mute, 
W ith '9 Nails and Fifts forDens and Acorns fought. 
And then withClubsand*«>Arms,byCuftom taught < 
»i Till Names to Things were by Degrees aflign'd, 
And Language form'd, that Index of the Mind, 
Then foon they karn'd from Rapine to refrain,] 
aa Cities to fortify, and Laws ordain, y 

Adulterers, Thieves, and Robbers to reftrain. J 

For think not, Helena Beauty was the fift 
That with dire Wars contending Kationscurs'd \ 

But 
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But they have died, unnoticd and unknown, 
LikefavageBeafts, by ftronger Beafts overthrown : 
Thus all the inferior Herd, fubmiffive,. yield, 
And the ftern Bull reigns Monarch of the Field. 

Survey the World's old Records, and you'll find 
»3 That Fear of Wrong firft civiliz'd Mankind ; . 
Though, taught by Nature, Good^ni Illv/e learn,, 
ytd/l and Unjuji we cannot fo difcern. 

Your Sophiftry no Reafon can affign 
Why ^4 he v/ho robs by Night a facred Shrine, 
No greater Crime coaunits, than he who breaks 
His Neighbour's Fences, and a Cabbage takes* 

Then let the Law our partial Rage reftrain. 
And punifli Crimes with due proportion'd Pain j. 
And fgr the Slave, whofe Icfs atrocious Fault 
Deftrves the Switch, let not theScourge be brought. 
For on the Side of Mercy that you'll err 
Can ne'er be fear'd ; fince boldly you aver 
That Theft and Sacrilege are equal Crimes ; 
And were you Kingj. and could reform the Times^ 
Your equal Hook, as menacing you fay, 
Bqtb great and fmaller Faujts would prune away. 

*5 If your Wife Man is handfome, rich, a King, 
ACoWertoo, in fhort, is every thing, 
Why of your Wifh are thcfe the Obje<Sls made ? 

Stoic. 
Yoa^underftajcid not >vrbat »6 Chr^ppus faid. 

Horace^ 
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this and the ftve following Lines <defcrihe Virgil, wlicrni 
horact dtfexidi againft the Railleries of Jugajftms^s Court. 
What tnalces this Tradition very probable is, that the 
Fixture he here draws of F'irgii is extremely like him j for 
be wa« hemdy, and had-an awkward Air. The Author of 
bis Life fays of him, Corpore etfiaturd fuikgranJh, aquil§ 
colore, facie rufiicand* He adds, that he was fo balhful, 
that, as he walked the Street, if he faw any one follow 
to look at hirii, he would turn into tlie next Houfe to 
conceal himfelf. Dacier. 

6 at ingenium ingens,'] This Character alfo amei 
perfe^ly well with yirgil, who was called by Cteero, 
Magna Jpes altera Ronue, on the bare hearing one of bit 
Melogues \ and of whom Propertius fays, ipeaking of the 
JElneid, 

Nefcio quid majus nafiitur Uiadi. 
Bentley imagines that Horace has given us his own Pi^VurC 
here ; but it is highly improbable that he would hsve 
applied ingenium ingens to himfelf. The late Mr. Milhr^t 
Application oF this Character to Horace^s Namefake, the 
late Lord ffaipoie, of IVooUirtonf defervca to be iaicrted 
-here : 

What though fage Horace is not quite a Beau, 
What though his Shoes no Diamond Buckles (how» 
Though coated in a Tafte uncouth, and brcech'd 
With Trowfers often calling to be hitch'd, 
Shall he for this on Satire's Wheel be broke. 
Or made the Courtier's Gibe, and Coxcomb's Joke ? 
No 5' one, who wants the polifti'd Trim and Grace, 
The fupple Knee, and promiflbry Face, 
May yet be Mafter of a noble Heart, 
Prepared to aft the friendly, generous Partt 
Tor many an outward Cafe, though roi^h or droll. 
Contains an honeft, brave, and upright Soul. 

7 Natura aut etiam cohfuetttdo mala,'\ Our Vices,, as w^Il 
as our Virtues, fpring from th^jTe two Sources, t;iz» 
Nature, or Habit. In ta6l, the Vices of Habit are almost 
incorrigible, as Seneca rightly obferves in his 39th 
£piftie, DffiHit effe- rmidio iiCM, ubi ;f¥a fitiruAt a/iiia, 

^monsfunt. 
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S w i ,i I ,»/ AhWiifvusfuH oUm 

Sijypbus,'] The Dwarf of Mark Antony. He was but 
two Feet high, and fb witty and acute, that he was called 
Si/^phus'^ for Sijypkus was the moft ingenious Man of his 
Time } whence ai;oic the Proverb, S^pbi aHts. 

9 S^i, ne tuberibus propriis offendat amcum^ 

Pojiulaty ignofcet *verrucis ilUusJ] This is a divine Pre- 
cept, iince our Saviour has adopted and fan6tified it, 
though in other Words, in the 7th Chapter of St. 
MattbeWy ver. s and 4. IVby btbddefi tbw tbe Mole ibat is 
in thy Erotber^s Eye, but confiderefi not tbe Beam tbat u im 
tbine own Eye? Or bow luiit tboujay to thy Brotber, Let me 
pull tbe Mote out of tbine Bye \ and bebold, a Beam is in tbine 
4*wn Bye P 

10 M. Antiftius Labeo, a Lawyer, was Co abufive and 
infolent, that he frequently railed at Auguftus, and raflily 
arraigned the Juilice of his Government. Suetonius. 

ti Rirfoy fays the old Scholiaft, being not only a noto- 
rious Ufurer, but alfo a dull Hiftorian, ufed to oblige his 
Debtors, if they did not pay him, to hear him read 
his Works ; but it feems more probable, that Hifieriat 
means the Writ, or Bill of Indictment. 

j» menfd*ve catillum, 

E'Vandri manibus tritum, dejecit,"] The Stoics, who 
pardoned no Faults, would not have pardoned a Slave 
who had broken fo valuable a Difli. EpiSetus, who well 
knew that this Sentiment was unworthy a Philofopher, 
afterwards corrected it. Evander was a celebrated Potter, 
Whom Meurk Antony brought from Athens to Rome. 

X 3 Aut pnfitum ante mea quia fmllum in parte catini 

SuftuRt efuriens,'] According to the Dodlrine of the 
Stoics it was an unpardonable Fault to take any thing at a 
T«aft Monging to another, or to*ihelp oneVfelftothe 
targeft or belt Part of any thing ; becaufe this fubverts 
tbat Equality which is the Foundation of Society. 
JBpi&etus^ who corrected in many Things the Haribnefs of 
tkatSeCt, Iblhnt'iilfathift oon^liAl Precepts. 

14 Commiff4 



t4 SATIRES <?/ HORACE, 

14 CommiJaJU^.] Fide {ovJidei\ as rir^/V fays, die for diei. 

Libra die fomnique pares ubifecerit boras* 

And SalluJIy Vix decima parte die. 

1 ^ ■ I Senfus morefquf repugn ant y 

Atque if fa utilitas.'\ This Opinion of the Stoics is con- 
trary to Common Senfe ; for no Man can believe, that he, 
who only deals a Cabbage, is guilty of as great a Crime, 
as he who has robbed a Temple. Manners alfo oppofe it, 
as we fee by the Pra6^ice of all People ; nor will public 
Utility allow it ; for, if this were true, all Men being, in 
foine Degree, Offenders, they would all deferve to be 
capitally punifhed ; the Confequence of which would be, 
that thty would be plunged in Defpair, and give thcm- 
fej ves up to all manner of Crimes. Daci£R, 

1 5 _— jufti prope mater tS aqui. ] 

« And public Good, which is the Parent of Jufticc and 
•Equity.' 

This Doftrine of the Epicureans inverts the natural 
Order of Things. Public Good neither is, nor can 
poifibly be, the Source of Juftice and Equity 5 but, on 
the contrary, the general Practice of Virtue (which in- 
cludes Jultice and Equity) would certainly produce the 
Happinefs of Society, or public Good. 

But if he only means, that Laws were firft enabled to 
promote focial Happinefs ; in that Senfe the Propofition 
will, indeed, be true, but is inaccurately txpreffcd. D. 

17 ?rorepfiruntC\ This Word is very proper to exprefs 
the Origin of Men according to the Notion of the Epi- 
cureans 5 for they imagined that they fprung from the 
Bowels of the Earth. This alio was the Opinion of the 
Fbctnicians and Egyptians, 

18 Mutum & turpe pecus.] According to the Epicureans, 
Men, at the Beginning of the World, were no better 
than Beafts. They had not yet learned to exprefs their 
Thoughts : Nature had only taught them to utter vague 
and harih Sounds ; their Language was nothing but ob- 
fcnre Cries, 'till Ncceflity had given them Words 5 at 
Lucretius fays, 

Utilitss 
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Vttlitas i3^r(JJit nomina rerum. D AC i e r . 

* There was a Time, fays Cicero^ when Men wandered 

• about in the Fields like Beafts, and fubfifted on the 

• fame Food.' 

19 Uftguibus & pttgffhf deinfuflibus,'\ Thus Lucretius^ ia 
lus ^fth Book, ver, iiSr, &/eq, 

Arma antiqua, manus^ ungues, dentefque fuerunt^ 
Et tapides, & itemjyl'varumjragmina rami^ 
Etflammay atque ignes poftquam funt cogmta j ^^ » 
Fofterius ferri *vis eft arijqu£ reperta, 
Etfer'^o cctpere folum profcinden terra 5 
Exaquataque funt creperi certam^na bellu 

Ere Cruelty was yet improved by Art, 
And Kage unfurnilh'd with the Sword or Dart, 
With Hand8,Nails, Teeth, or lubs, our Fathers fought, 
Or Stones, the only Weapons Nature taught.-^ 
Then ^ire was ftnick : By Fire the Iron vShare 
Was forg'd for Peace ; the Sword for doubtful War.— 

D. 

so Armis, qua pqflfabrica'ueratufus.'\ The Antiquity of 
Iron Work appears from Holy Writ : * Tubal Cain 
« tjuas an InfiruQor of enjerj Artificer in Brafs and Iron.^ Gen, 

}T, 22. 

11 Donee njerba quibus tvoees^ &c.] This BrutaHty con- 
tinued till they had found Words to make them fel vet 
underftood, and ^had given fixed Names to things, 
which removed Confufion, and cftabliftied Order. 

a 2 Oppida caperunt munire, & ponere lesiesJ] Nicocles 
follows the fame Order in Ifocrafesi for he fays, * When 
« we had found out the Secret of making ourfelves un- 
« derftood, and of perfuading one another, we not only 

< quitted this brutal Life, but, alfembling in Societies^ 

< we buiit Cities, made Laws, Sec J* 

23 Jurain<ventametuinjufti,'] Horace ^ys in brief, that 
if we trace Hiftory from the earlielt Times, we (ball be 
obliged to own, that the Fear of Oppreffion and In* 
juftice gave Rife to JLaws« Taking it in this Light, 

Vov, UU C 3^ujficc 
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Jujfice is naanifeftly the Daughter of Utility 5 for it U 
Utility, and our own Intereft, that infpire this Fear. 
^hrajta lays in Tacitus y that evil Actions are the Parents 
ot' Laws : Nam culpa quam poena tempore prior j emendari 
quam pec care p(fterius eji. * Crimes precede Penalties j and 

* we muft be wicked belbre we can be reformed.' What 
therefore Horace fays here is true of ivritten Laivs; but 
the Luivs of Nature^ which is the primitive Juftice, are 
quite another thing. Thus Cicero excellently obfcrves, 
in his fecond Book De Legibus : * There was a Reafon 

* which fprung from the Bofom of Nature herfelf. This 
« prompts to Good, and deters from Evil. This Reafon did 

< not then begin to be a Law, when it began to be writ- 

* ten, but was fuch from its firft Exigence j and it was 

< coseval with the Di:vine Underftanding. On which Ac- 

* count, the ti*ue and original Law, which ought to be 

* enTorced by human Laws, is no other than the Reafon 

* of the Great God himfelf.* So that, according to this 
Doftrine, which is agreeable to Truth and Reafon, 
when Cain killed his Brother jlbely though long before the 
nvritten Law, which fays. Thou /halt not kill, this Murder 
was nevertherlefs a Sin 5 becaufe it was committed 
againft the Lanv of Nature. Dacier. 

24 "^idemque 

i^i teneros caules, &c.] This Inftance is taken from the 
Laws of Draco, which expreflly ordain, that the Man 
who fteals a few Coleworts (hall be as feverely puniftied as 
if he had committed Sacrilege. 

15 fi di*ves, qui/apiefts ef.] The End of this 

Satire is a cutting Raillery. Horace breaks off the Dif- 
pute, and, on the Stoic^s faying, that if they were Kings 
they would punifh the fmalleft Faults as feverely as the 
greateft, he takes Occafion to railly them on their pre- 
tended Royalty. For one of their principal Opinions 
was, that their ivtfe Man is every thing j that he alone 
IS a good Shoemaker, a good Cook j that he alone is rich, 
beautiful, and in fhorta King. Horace, therefore, fays 
to them, * Why are youfo inconfiftent with yourfelves ? 
' Why do you wifti for what you have ah-eady ? F«r you 
' arc even now Kings according to your ownPtincipfe^.* 

But 
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But wc muft not forget, that the Railleries which 
Horace here ufes did not hinder him from drawing, in 
other Places, excellent Truths from this very Opinion. 
In fafl-, if we reduce this Notion to its firll Principle, 
we {hall find, that the Founder of this Se51:, Zeno^ 
meant no more than that the Wife and the Virtuous are 
fuperior to Kings ; and that Virtue beftows on Jiet* 
Votaries Sceptrts and Crowns, more valuable thart thofe 
which are derived from the Suffrage of the People. See 
Book ii. Ode 2. and Book iv. Ode 9. 

But the fame thing has happened to Zeno^ which com- 
monly hap; ens to the Founders oineiv Seels, Thofe who 
fucceed them oFten interpret their Rules in fo grofs and 
foolifli a Manner, that is gives Occafion for turning into 
Ridicule both them and their Opinions. Dacier. 

26 Pater ChrjifippusJ] Chryfifpus was the Difciple olZenn, 
Tlie Stoic here calls him the Father of the Sed:, becauje 
he was the firft who put that abfurd Conftru6lion on the 
Words of Zenoy which is here adopted. 

47 Alfenus *va/er.'] Alfenus, furnamed Varus, after 
following, at Cremona, the Trade of a Barber, or (as 
fome fay) a Shoemaker, came to Rome, where he ftudied 
the Law under Servius Sulpicius, and at length was 
chofen Conful in the Year of Rome 755. 

28 Sicrexfolus."] The wife Man maybe more truly (ly led 
a King than Tarquin, who could govern neither himfelf 
nor his Subjed^s ; he is more truly theMafter of the Peo- 
ple (for fijch is a Didator) than Sjlia, who was Mafter 
of three deftruftive Vices, Luxury, Avarice, and 
Cruelty ; he is more truly rich than Crajuj, who would 
never have paffed the Euphrates without any Pretence 
for War, if he had not been indigent. He may truly be 
faid to poflefs all things, who alone knows how to ufe all 
things. He may alfo truly be ftyled beautiful, as the 
Features of the Mind are more beautiful than thofe of 
the Body j he is truly free, being no Slave to his Pailions ; 
and truly invincible, fince, though his Body may be 
bounds no Fetters can be put on his Mind. Cicero. 

C % ^ S9 Iftqui 



28 SATIRES ^/ HORACE, 

29 hque tvicem illcrum pat tar deliSia libettter.'\ PUny has 
given fome Advice fpr our Condudl towards our Friends 
agreeable to the Rules here laid down by Horace, * 1 muft 

* cfteem (lays he) that Man the beft and the moft perfeft, 

* who a6ts, by forgiving Errors, as if he was continually 

* committing them ; and yet abftains from Faults, as if 

* he never pai'doned them/ And afterwards : » We 

* fnould ever keep in Remembrance the Maxim oiThrafea^ 

< whofe remarkable Humanity rendered his Greatnefs 

* confpicuous in that Virtue as in all others. He *who 

* hates FaultSy bates Mankind,'* Fli/iys EpilUes, Book viii. 
Epiftle 22. tranflatedby the'Earl of Cork £. 

The noble and learned Tranflator (whofe Obfervations 
are no lefs valuable than the Text) juftly remarks, that 
Pti/iy liere writes as if he had been influenced by the 
Do^rines fo excellently difplayed in the Gofpel. D, 

Notwith (landing the Raillery of Horace, which is car- 
ried to a great Length, we are not to imagine that 
Zeno and all his Followers abfolutely banifhed Complai- 
fance and Compaflion. Epi^etus, or his Commentator 
Simpliciuf, fome where fays, * That we ought to extenuate 

< the Faults which our Friends commit againft us, in 

< order to pardon them j and to aggravate thofe we 

* commit againft them, to cor re61: and reform ourftlves.' 

The Stoic Philofopbers, who were for a long time the 
Repofitories of Virtue and Wifdom, knowing theWeak- 
nels of Human Nature, urged the Vraftice of Duties in- 
compatible with it ; that Mankind, by making an Effort 
to follow their Precepts, might, as it were, itop in the 
Middle j as we bend a Tree farther to the oppofite 
Sidej to make it grow ftrait. Dacier. 
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SATIRE IV. 

By Mr. J. Duncombe. 

He excufes the Liberty taken by Writers of Satire^ 
and efpecially that which he takes himftlf, 

^TTHE I comic Poets of the Grecian Stagr, 

Who formed the rifing Manners of the Agc», 
Ear'd Murder, Theft, Adultery, to blame, 
\iov fear'd notorious Criminals to name. 
The fame free Spirit in * Lucilius reigns, 
The Metre chang'd ; but carelefs are his Strains, 
And rough his Didion. 'Twas his chief Delight 
Two hundred Verfes in an Hour to write; 
Through Indolence he never could fuftain 
The Toil of writing ; writing well I mean : 
For writing much can claim no Share of Praife. 
But fee ! Grifpinus dares me. * Take, he fays, 
c Pen, Ink, and Paper, and the Taflc be thine, 

* Both Time, and Place, and Keepers to affign; 

* Then fee which of us two can write the molh* 

Horace. 

I-, Thanks to Heaven, an humble Spirit boaft ; 
Little I fpeak, and feldom. Tou may blow 
Your fwelling Bellows, 'till the Metals glow. 
Pliant and foft. Fannius in Phoebus^ Shrine 
Can place his Bull and Poems : None read mine ; 

G 3 And 
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And. public Repetition much I fear, 
Becaufe fo 3 few can honcft Satire bear. 

Take whom you pleafe, his Mind fome Paffion 
And Avarice or Ambition he obeys. [fways. 

One doats on Beys, and Matrons one admires : 
This likes a Silver Vafe, while That defires 
Cori7?thianBr?i(s ; fromClimes where dawns the Day 
To Regions warm'd beneath the fetting Ray, ' 
This wafts hisWares,and through allDangers flies. 

Like Clouds of Duft when rapid W^*^'^^"^^^^^^> 
To add more Wealth to his abundant Store : 
All thcfe hate Verfes mtfth^ the Poet 7?7ore, ' 

* Fly, fly betimes ; avoid th' unmuzzled Bear! 

* Fly, or he'll rend you. Never does he fpare 

* A Friend, to vent his Jeft ; and then all Eye^^ 

* Old Women, Boys, mirft read him, or he diesJ 

Briefly my Anfwer hear. A Poet's Name, 
Fkft, be aflur'd, I never dar'd to claim ; 
That Nam.e muft juftly ht to thofe deny'd, 
Whofe Verf6, like mine, to Profe is near ally'J^ 
His be that Name alone, 4 whofe lofty Line 
Breathes loftyThought«j,andboafts aFlame divine^ 

Hence fome refufe a Poem's Name to grant 
To Comedy, fmce that muft furely want. 
Both in the Words and Theme, the vivid Force 
To Poetry eflTential ; from Difcourfe 
By Verfe alone diftinguilh'd. 'Tis reply'cj. 
In fwelling Terms an angry Sire may chide 
His fpendthrift Son, who madly will refufe 
AWifq well-portioa'd, aadaJVIiftrefsckufe^ 
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Or from the Tavern reel in open Day, 
ByTorch-Iight through the Streets. To this I fay. 
Would not Pomponius from his Father hear, 
Were he alive, Reproaches as fevere ? 

'Tis not enough that we a Verfe compofe 
Of Words correift, in which, reduc'd to Profe, 
A Father might in Converfe vent his Rage 
No lefs than angry Demea on the Stage. 

If from the Verfes which I now indite. 
Or thofe which old Luciltus us'd to write. 
The Feet and ftated Meafure you fhould take. 
And of the Words the firft the laft fliould make. 
Changing the Order, you would fe(.k in vain 
The Poet's fcatter'd Limbs. But in this Strain, 

* 5 When D'lfccrd dire the Bolts and brazen C:i..t.js 

* Of War had burft,' invert it as you will, * 
The Soul of Poetry informs it ftill. 

Enough of this. Some future Work (hall fhow 
If Comedies are Poems. I would know 
'Why my fatiric Lays your Heart appall ? 
When ^ Caprius and when Sulcius through the Hall 
With their long Libels ftalk, tho' confcious Fear 
Betrays the Thief, yet he, whofe Hands are clear 
And innocent of Theft, may Both defy. 
Though had you, 7 Byrrhus-W^iQ^ to Robbery 
Been long addicted ; an Informer's Trade 
I never follow'd ; why are you afraid ? 
No Book of mine on Shops or Pillars ftands^ 
To Sale, nor is it foil'd by vulgar Hands, 

C ^ Nor 



32 SATIRES of HORACE, 

Nor by TlgelUus read. I but repeat 
To Friendsj who force me j not to all I meet- 
Some in the crowded Forum read their Verfe ; 
Some in the fweetly-echoing Bath rehearfe, 
Carelefs of Time and Place. * But what you write 
« Pale Envy prompts ; in Slander you delight.* 
Will thofe fupport thi^Charge who know me well? 
Will thofe condemn me, amongft whom I dwell ? 

Whoe'er can flily feoff an abfent Friend, 
Or, when he's flander'd, dares not to defend ; 
Who, pleas'd withlawlefs Laughter, for the Name 
Of I>roll, can trifle with hi^ Neighbour's Fame^ 
What he ne'er faw invent, nor hide things feen> 
Of him beware ! for Bafenefs lurks within. 

Oft is a liable crown'd with many a Gufft^ 
Whtre one with Freedom jokes on all the reft. 
Except his Hoft ; nor even him he fpares. 
The Ht-art when Truth-revealing Bacchus bares. 
Though Foe to Vice, yet at his Mirth you fmile j 
While if my Mufe ^ this Man, in humorous Style, 
A Goat, and that a Civet-Catfhould call, 
In Me 'tis Envy, and Detraction all. 

If Me: tion o\' Petillius' Theft is made, 
Whilv: you are by, you ftrait, as ufual, plead 
His Caufe. ' 1 with hisFriendfliip have been blcft 
' Ev'n from his Childhood ; and, at my Req^ueft, 

* rle did me many a Favour. I rejoice 

* To f.e him fafe, but wonder how the Voice 

^Of 
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* Of Juftlce could acquit him/ Envy's Weed 
Thus (hoots unfeen, and choaks fair Friendfhip's 
But, for myfelf to anfwer, I declare, [Seed. 
With folemn Truth, no Sentence fo fevere 

As this, my Mind, much lefs my Paper, ftains. 

But you'll not wonder if in freer Strains 

I railly Vice: Since 9 thus my Sire his Son 

Inftrufted by Example, how to fliun 

The Shelves, on which the Diflblute were loft: 

When he advis'd me how to make the moft 

Of all that he could leave me, he would cry, 

* Mark Mius' Son \ fee Barus' Mifery ! 

* Shun their Profufion, if their Fate you dread.* 
To warn me from the Harlot's dangerous Bed, . 
He only would repeat SeSfanus" Name : 

And that I {hould not court the wedded Dame, 
When I with lawful Pleafures might be bleft^ 

* Trebonius^s D Jteftion was no Jeft, . 

* The Grounds of Good iand Evil, when you grow 

* To riper Years, Philofophers will ftioW ; 

* Enough for me. Youth's Ardour to re ft rain 

* By our wife Fathers Precepts^ and maintain 

* Your Life unfully'd, and your Fame fecure, 

* While you a Tutor need ; when once mature 
*'In Age you grow, you'll fafely walk alone.' 
Snch tender Care was by my Father ftiown ! 
And that his Words due Influence might receiver 

* Li'iC fuch a. Man, he cry'd, refpeded live !' 

C s Then. 
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Then to deter me, * Can you hope to claim,. 

* By Deeds like tht^fe, a good and virtuous Name? 

* If To, tiat Convidl place before your Eyes, 

* Whom all that know, abandon and defpife.' 

A< when a Glutton's Funeral palTes near, 
Abftemious grows the Patient, chi^l'd with Fear ;, 
Sofr ;m the Shame which Knavery purfues, 
Tne tender M. nd fuch Crimes with Horror views^ 
Thus uninfecfted by great Fauhs, I own 
My Guilt in thofe of lefler Kind alone ; 
And fome of thefc, as I by Years improve, 
A Friend, or my own Reafon, may remove t 
For thus I love to commune with my Heart, 
10 Repofmg on my Couch ; or when, apart 
From Company, I rove^ *^Yes, That is rights 
^This muft endear me, and my Friends delights 

* How bafe was that Man's Conduft ! Flaccus^ Ayr 
*• From Crimes like thefe, replete with Infamy J 
Thus with ciofe Lips; but when a vacant Hour 
Tempts me to ileal into the Mufes Bower, 

To Paper I commit my idle Thoughts : 

This may be rank'd among my lefler Faults ;. 

But fliould they for your Pard .n plead in vain^. 

Lftrait will fummon to my Aid a Train 

Of Bards, a numerous Race ; and, like the Jewsy, 

To draw you to our Se£l,. we Force will ufe^. 



NOTES. 



BOOK T. 3S 

NOTES. 

t Eupolisy BccJ] EupolisyCrafinuj, ^nd ^rijhp banes fWtre 
three contemporary Poets of the old Comedy, who lived 
about 400 Years before Jejiis Cbrifl. It v* as ufuai with 
them in their Plays to call Perfons by their Names, and 
to expofe their Failings to the Laughter of the People. 
Ariflophanes had the Boldnefs to ridicule Socrates. He was 
alfo very free with the Conduct: of Cleon, Nicias, Akibiadej^ 
and other Governors of Athens. In a word, that which 
we call the old Comedy vfdiS full of fatirical Reflexions and 
fcandalous Slanders. We have nothing now left of 
BupoUs and Cratinus. Ariftophanes is faid to have written, 
fifty-four Comedies, of which there remain but elevea.. 
He excells in the Force, Purity, Sweetnefs, and Har-«- 
mony of his Style. 

a Lucilius.'] APoet oftheEqueftrianOrder. Hewrote> 
Satires after the Manner of Ennius and Facwvius, but 
gave them a more graceful Turn. He clofcly imitated! 
the old Grecian Comedy, He lived A. U. C. 650. 

3 ^odfunt quos genus hoc minimeju'vat,'] Horace fiys, thafr 
People did not take Fleafure in reading Satires, lelt they 
flxould find their ownPi6lures drfawn there. 1 hwsjtrvenal :. 

Rubet auditor, cut Jrigida mens eft 
Criminibus ; tacitd fudant pracordia culpa. Sat. L v. 166'^. 
When confcious Guilt appalls the wicked Heart, 
Cold Sweat falls down in Drops from every Part^ 

4 Ingenium cuijit.^ This is a juft Definition of an Heroic^ 
tragic, or Lyric Poet 5 but he who has not io great an 
Elevation may ItiU be a foet, if the Verfeshe writes are 
adapted to his Subjeft. As tuere are different species o£ 
Eloquence, fo are there alfoof Poetry ; and though Tome of 
thefe are much inferior to others, tiie Aurhrr who treatti 
them (kilfuUy, certainly deftrves the Name of a Poet.. 

^ Poftquam Difcordia tetra 

Belli ferratos p'ftjts portafque rej regit, "^ Thefe Lines arflr 
taken from the AnnaU of Ennius, Firgil baa imitatedi 
them in his JEneids 



"moranfes- 



Impulit ipfa manu portas^ ^ cardine ^verto 
MiUifcrratH rufit Ssiurnia poftes^ Book vii. yeiu ^2^1^ 
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ThenHeaven's dread Emprefs, while the Prince delayM> 
Shot vlown, and both the burlting Gatet difplay'd ; 
T he Bolts fly back, with every brazen Bar, 
And, like aStorm,brokc forth th' imprilon'd War. Pitt* 

6 Sulcius acer 

Ambulaty Sf ':aprius.] Sulcius and Capriusvrere tw'O famous 
Informers, who ufed to walk the Stretts carrying under 
their Arms theLibelsthey had »*ritten againftDelinquentJ. 

7 SimilisByrrhiJ] Byrrhus was a young Man, whofc Luxury 
had prompted him to commit all Manner of Crimes. 

8 Puffillos RufiUus oUtt Gorgonius bircum.'} This Line is 
taken from Satire II. which confequently mufl have been 
written before this. The laft Part of tiiis Line, no 
doubt, gave the greateft Offence, and, as I imagine, 
particularly to the Stoicf, who were great Patrons of 
Filthinefs, or at leaft would not fuffer it to be ridiculed. 
But I cannot help thinking, that if thefe good Philofo- 
phers had been more neatthemfelves, they would not have 
been foze;dousto prejudice others in Favour of Naftinefs, 
Surely it is no Breach of Charity to railly Men on a Fault, 
which it is in their own Power to correct. However, wt 
malt here fxcept Epktetusy^ho fays, * That theCleanli- 

• nefs of the Body is an Emt>lem of the Purity of the 

* Soul ; tiiat Natui e has furnilhtd us with Haths, Effences^ 

♦ Linnen Cloths, Brufhes, Vitriol, and other Drugs, to 

• cl.-anfe us from Filth and Sweat i and that he who doe& 

• not make Ufe of them fhould not be looked upon as a 

* Man T^ut a Hog, and fhould renounce all Commerce 
' with Mankind, and not go into the Temples to poifon 
< others.' Dacxer. 

9 Infue^if poteraptmusy &c.J Inthe fame manner Z)^Miri» 
in Terence inftru6ls his Son : 

Nihil prat ermitto^ confuefacioy dentque 

Infpicere tanquam injpeculum in <vitas omnium 

Juhefff atque ex alUsfumere exemplumjibi ; 

HocfacitOf et bocfugito, &c. Adelph. A6t III. Sc. j^ 

10 Cum leBulusi &c.] Horace here follows the Precept 
of the Pythagoreans y who advife us never to go to Sleep 
without thinking three times on whatever has pafTed m. 
the Day. 

Nee prius im duUem decUnent himinaj omnump. 
Qmnia quam longi rtputavmi a&a i6>/« 

SATIRE 
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SATIRE V. 

By William Cow per, Efq*^ 

A humorous Defcription of the Author* s Journey 
from Rome to Brundufium. 

^npWAS along Journey lay before us. 

When I and honcA Heli odor us ^ 
(Who far in Point of Rhetoric 
Surpaffes every living Greeky) 
Each leaving our refpeftive Home, 
Together fally'd forth from Rome. 

Firft at ^ Aricia we alight. 
And there refrefh, and pafs the Night. 
OurEntertainment? rather coarfe 
Than fumptuous, but I've met with worft. 

Thence o'er the Caufeway, foft and fair. 
To * Appii'forum we repair. 
But as this Road is well fupply'd 
(Temptation ftrong!) on either Side 
With Inns commodious, fnug and warni,, 
We fplit the Journey, and perform 
In two Days time, what's often done 
By brifker Travellers in one. 

Here rather chufing not to fiip 
Than with bad Water mix my Cup,, 
After a warm Debate, in fpite 
Of a provoking Appetite,, 

I fturdlly 
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I fturdily refolve at laft 
To balk it, and pronounce a Faft : 
And, in a moody Humour, wait 
While my lefs dainty Comrades bait. 
Now o'er the fpangled Hemifphere 
DifFus'd, the ftarry Train appear, 
When there-arofe a defperate Brawl; 
The Slaves and Bargemen, one and all. 
Rending their Throats (have Mercy on u& Vf, 
As if they were refolv'd to ftun us. 

* Steer the Barge this Way to the Shore I 

* I tell you,, we'll admit no more — 

* Plague ! will you never be content !* 
Thus a whole Hour at leaft is fpenty 
While they receive the feveral Fares^ 
And kick the Mule into his Gears^ 
Happy ! thefe Difficulties paft. 
Could we have fall'n afleep at laft ; 

But, what with humming, croaking, biting^ 

Gnats, Frogs, and all their Pla^^ues uniting,, 

Thefe tuneful Natives of the Lake 

Conipir'd to keep us broad awake- 

Befide«, to make the Concert full. 

Two maudlin Wights,^ exceeding dull^ 

The Bargeman and a Faffenger^ "y 

Each in his Turn effay'd an Air \ 

In Honour of his abfent Fair* J 

At length, the Paffenger, oppreft 

With Wine> left off, and fnpr'd the reft,. 

The 
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The weary Bargeman too gave o^er. 

And, hearing his Companion fnore, 

Seiz'd the Occafion, fix'd the Barge, > 

Turn'd out his Mule to graze at large, y 

And flept, forgetful of his Charge. j, 

And now the Sun, o'er Eaftern Hill, 
Difcover'd that our Barge ftood ftill ; 
When one, whofe Anger vex'd him fore, 
WithMalice fraught, leaps q.uick on Shore 5 
Plucks up a Stake ; with many a Thwack. 
Aflails the Mule and Driver's Back. 

Then, flowly moving on, with Pain, 
Attend 3 Feronids Stream we gain,. 
And in her pure and glafly Wave 
Our Hands and Faces gladly lave.. 
Climbing three Miles, fair 4 Anxur\ Height 
We reach,, with ftony Quarries white. 

While here, as was agreed, we wait, 
'Till,, charg'd with Bufinefs of the State> 
Macenas and Cocceius come, 
(The Meffengers of Peace) from Rome^ 
My Eye?, by watry Humours blear 
And fore, I with black Balfam fmear.. 
At length they join us, and with them 
Our worthy Fiiend Fonteius came j^ 
A Man of fuch complete Defert,, 
Antony lov'd him at his Heart.. 

At 5 Fundi we refus'd to b^it. 
And laugh'd at vain JuJSdius* State; 

A fi Fraur 
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A 6 Prator now (a Scribe before) 1^ 

^ The purple-border'd Robe he wore ; y 

His Slave the fmoking Cenfer bore. J. 

Tir'd, at Murana's we repofe 
At 7 Formia ; fup at Capitol's, 

With Smiles the rrfing Morn we greet ; 
At ^ SinueJJa pleas'd to meet 
With 9 Plotiusy Varius^ and the ♦ Bard, 
Whom Mantua firft with Wonder heard. 
The World no purer Spirits knows. 
For none my Heart more warmly glows. 
Oh ! what Embraces we beftow'd. 
And with what Joy our Breafts o'erflbw'd ! ' 
Sure, while my Senfe is found and clear. 
Long as I live, I fhall prefer 
A gay^ good-natur'd, eafy Friend 
To every Bleffing Heaven can fend ! 

Atafmali Village, the next Night^^ 
Near the Vulturnus^ we alight ; 
Where, as employed on State-Affairs, . 
We were fupply'd by the 'oPorveyors 
Frankly at once, and without Hire, 
With Food for Man and Horfc, and Fire. 

II Capua^ next Day, betimes we reach, 
Where Virgil and myfelf, who each 
Labour'd with different Maladies, 
His fuch a Stomach, mine fuch Eyes, 
As would not bear ftrong Exercife, 

* ViROIL. 



} 



In 
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In drowfy Mood to Sleep refort; 
Macenas to the Tennis-court. 

Next at Cocceius' Farm we're treated. 
Above the Caudian Tavern feated ; 
His kind and hofpitable Board 
With Choice of wholefome Fare was ftor'd. 

Now, O ye Nine, infpire my Lays j 
To nobler Themes my Fancy raife ! 
Two Combatants, who fcorn to yield 
The noify Tongue-difputed Field,, 
Sartnentus^ and Cicirrus^ claim 
A Poet's Tribute to their Fame* 
Cici rusy of true 12 Ofclan Breed ; 
Sarmentus^ who was never freed. 
But ran away ; we don't defame him ; 
His Lady lives, and ftill may claim him. 
Thus dignify'd, in hardy Fray 1 

Thefe Champions their keen Wit difplay ; S 

And firft Sarmentus led the Way : J 

* Thy Locks, quoth he, fo rough and coarfe, 
« Look like the Mane of fome wild Horfe/ 
We laugh. — Cicirrus^ undifmay'd, 

* Have at yo :,' cries ; and ihakes his Head. — 

* 'Tis well, Smmentus fays, you've loft 

* That Horn, your Forehead once could boaft,. 

* Since, maim'd and mangled as you are,. 
' You feem to butt.'— A hideous Scar 
Improv'd, 'lis true, witli double Grace 
The native Horrors of his Face. 

Well, 
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Well, after much jocofely faid 
Of his grim Front, fo fiery red, 
For Carbuncles had blotch'd it o*er. 
As ufual on Ca?npania's Shore ; 

* Give us, he cry'd, fince you're fo big, 

* A Sample of the Cyclops'* Jig ; 

* Your Shank?, methinks, no Buflcins alk, 
' Nor does your Phyz require a Mafk.' 

To this Cicirrus : ' In return, 

* Of you. Sir, now I fain would learn 

* When 'twas (no longer deem'd a Slave) 

* Your Chains you to the Lares gave ? 

^ For though a Scrivener's Right you claim, 

* Your Lady's Title is the fame, 

* But what could make you run away ? 

* Since, Pygn^y as you are, each Day 
^ A fmgle Pound of Bread would quite 

* O'erpower your puny Appetite.' 

Thus jok'd the Champions, while wc laugh'df^ 
And many a chearful Bumper quafF'd. 

To 3 Benevcntum next we fteer. 
Where our good Hoft, by over-care 
In .roafting Thrufties, lean as Mice, 
Had almoft fall'n a Sacrifice. 
The Kitchen foon was all on Fire, 
And to the Roof the Flames afpire. 
There might you fee each Man and Matter 
Striving, amidft thb fad Difafter, 

To 
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To fave the Supper — then they came 
With Speed enough to quearh the Flame. 

From hence we firfl at Dlftance fee 
Th' Apullan Hills, well known to Me, 
Parch'd by the fultry Weftern Blaft, 
And which we never fliould have paft. 
Had not * Trhicus^ by the Way, 
Receiv'd us at the Clofe of Day : 
But each was forc'd, at entering here. 
To pay the Tribute of a Tear ; 
For more of Smoke than Fire was fcen, 
The Hearth was pil'd with Logs fo green. 

From hence in Chaifes we were cairy'd 
Miles twenty-four, and gladly tarry'd 
At a fmall f Tov/n, whofe Name my Vcrfe 
(So barbarous is it!) can't rehearfe. 
Know it you may by many a Sign; 
Water is dearer far than Wine; 
Their Bread is deem'd fuc^h dainty Fare, 
That every prudent Traveller 
His Wallet loads with many a Cruft ; 
Tor, at ^^Canufmm^ you might juft 
As well attempt to gnaw a Stone, 
As think to get one Morfel down. 
That too with fcanty Streams is fed: 
Its Founder was brave Diomed. 
Good Varius (ah ! that Friends muft part !)' 
Here left us all with aching Heart. 

* A Village fo called. f EquoUiticum. 
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At 15 Rubi we arriv'd that Day, 
Well jadcJ by the Length of Way; 
And fure poor Mortals ne'er were wetter. 
Next Day, no Weather could be better. 
No Reads fo bad ^ we fcarce could crawl 
Along to fifliy >6 Barium's Wall. 

1 7 Th' Egnatians next, who, by the Rules. 
Of Common-fenfe, are Knaves or Fools, 
Made all our Sides with Laughter heave; 
Since we with them muft needs believe 
That «8 Incenfe in their Temples burns,. 
And, without Fire, to Afhcs turns. 
To Circumcifion's Bigots tell 
Such Tales. For Me, I know full well 
ao That in higii Heaven, unmov'd by Care,. 
The Gods eternal Quiet fhare ; 
ai Nor can I deem their Spleen the Caufe 
Why fickle Nature breaks her Laws. 

" BrundufiUTYi laft we reach, and there 
Stop fliort the Mufe and Traveller. 

NOTES. 

08a<v%us and Anionx, both afpiring tb abfolute Power, 
frtquent'y quarielled. I heir Keccnciliation was never 
lading, becaulf never fincere Ao)ong ihe Negotiations 
fet on foot 5or that Purpofe, I-Jiftv)ry diftinguifties two; 
one in 7 14, ihe other in 717. M ue/ias took Haruce with 
him to this feccnd Conference, which was at firft held at 
BruNJujtum, and afterwards concluded at Tartntuniy by 
the Mediation of Odia<via, 1 hat Journey ^ave Occafion. 
to this Satire, which is a JVlalter-piece. in its kind. It 

has- 



I 
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has been imitated by feveral modern Poets ; but perhaps 
by none better than Monfieur Huet^ in his Defcription of 
his Journey to Stockholm^ written in Latin Verfe. 

Sanadon. 

The above-mentioned Imitation (in Englijb) is here 
annexed. 

J jlricia.] Aricia^ now La Ricch, is fituated on the 
Appian Way, about twenty Miles from Rome» 

2 Forum Appii.} A little Town, about forty fix Miles 
from Rome. 

3 Ferofiia.'] A little Village, within three Miles of 
Jnxur, Near this Place were a Temple, a Grove, and a 
Fountain, confecrated to Junn, 

4 An±ur,'\ Anxur^ now TerracinOy was fituated on a 
Hill, on the Sea-fide, which reaches from Oftia to Naples. 

5 Fundos."] Fundi was twenty Miles from Anxur, fainoof 
for its excellent Wine. 

6 Pratore ] The Prator was an Officer created to affift 
the Conful in a.lrainiftering Jultice. 

7 Jn Mamurrarum^urbe, ] Formia was remarkable for 
the Birth oi Mamurra^ one of thericheft and mod confi- 
derable Men among the Romans. Murana and Capita had 
Houies there. 

8 Sinueja."] A City near the River Liris, where now 
Hands Rocca di ManUra^oue. 

9 Flo*ius et Partus y &C.1 What an agreeable Meeting 
jnult this have been between four Per fbns of fiich dif- 
tinguifhed Merit as ^/V?//, Harare y Ploii-s, and f^arius! 
Htrace never appears in a more amiable Light than when 
he is fpeaking of his Friends. His Heart, on thefe Occa- 
£ons, dilates itfelfwlth a Tendernefs which Ihows hia 
Humanity j and Humanity is infinitely preferable to Wit. 
It is this, that qualifies us for thofe fweet Connexions, 
which arc the Band of Society. Sanadon. 

xo '^parochi.'] In the firft Julian Law was this Article, 
that the Towns and Villages through which a Roman 

Magiitrate 
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Magiftrate paffed, in his Way to the Provinces, (hould be 
obliged to fupply him and his Retinue with Salt, Wood, 
Corn, Lodging, and other Conveniencies. 

IX Capua. '\ Capua, the chief City of Campania, 

built upon the yulturnus, 

12 .^--^ genus Ofci.'\ The Ofc'ians were a People of 
Campania, of the moll infamous Character in all Italj* 

1 3 Beneventum.'] A City in the Territory of Naples, 

14 Canuji.'\ A Town fituated on the Side of a Hill, 

now called Canofa, 

,3 Rubos.'] A fmall Village, eighteen Miles from 

Canufmm, 

16 — fitfri.] A Town fituated on the Adriatic 

iy ^^—Gnaiia,'] Or Egnatia, now called Gnaxid, or 
Na%zi, a Town on the Jdriatic, between Barium and 
Brundufium* 

18 bum flammd fine, &c.] 

The Priefts at Egnatia exhibited a pretended Miracle. 
They placed on a Stone, in the Portal of the Temple, 
fome Grains of Incenfe, or Pieces of Wood, which were 
immediately confumed, without the Applicatjon of Fire, 
Horace had not Faith enough to believe fuch ridiculous 
Stories, which were only invented to amule Fools. 

Dacier. • 

A Miracle of the fame kind is now fuppofed to be 
wrought at Naples, viz. the Liquefaction of Januarius^^ 
Blood at the Approach of the Saint's Head. Mr. Addifen, 
was Witneis to this pretended Miracle twice j but- 
thought it one of the moft bungling Tricks he ever faw. 
He fays, it feems to be copied from the Miracle here re- 
ferred to. Dr. Middhton, too, in his Letter from Rome^ 
after quoting Father MabiUons Opinion about the Man- 
ner of performing this Trick, proceeds as follows : 

* But by whatever way it is effected, it is plainljT 
« nothing elfe but the Copy of an old Cheat, of the fame 
* kind, tranl'afted near -the fame Place, which Horace 
« makes himfelf merry with in his Journey to Brundujmm, 
< telling us, that the Priefts would have impofed upon 

< him 
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• him and his Friends at a Town called Gnafia, by per- 
« fuading them that tlie Frankincenfe in the Temple 

* ufed to diflblve, and melt miraculoully of itfelf, without 
< the help of Fire.* Letter from Rome, p. 109. 

The learned Author of the Criterion^ fpeaking of th© 
(landing Miracles boaftcd of by the Papifts, which, he 
fays, upon Examination, will be fojund to be mere 
Legerdemain Tricks, or brought about by a fuperior Ac- 
quaintance with the Powers and Properties of material 
Compofitions, gives us the following Account of the 
Liquefaction at Naples : 

* That a Subftance vifibly dry and folid, having the 
Appearance of coagulated Blood, inclofed in a Glafs 
hermetically fealed, a6hially doth melt, while held by 
the Prieft in his Hands, and brought near to the Saint's 
Head, which is placed on the Altar, is a Faft which 
Thoufands of Spectators are Eye-witnefTes of every 
Year. But, however extraordinary this may feera, 
to fuppofe, as the Neapolitans do, that there is any 
Miracle in the Cafe, would be to make the Experiments 
of the Natural Philofopher, and the Tranfmutations of 
the Chemift, deferve that Name 5 as fome of them are 
far more furprifing than the Liquefaction of this 
Saint's pretended Blood. The particular natural 
Caufe is not, indeed, abfolutely agreed upon. Some 
have imagined that the Heat of the Hands of the Priefts, 
who keep tampering with the Phial of Blood during the 
Celebration of Mafs, will be fufficient to make it melt. 
Others, again, have been inclined to believe, that the 
Liquefaction is efFe6ted by the Heat of valt Numbers 
of wax Tapers of a molt enormous Size, with which 
the Altar is decked out, many of which are placed 
fb conveniently, that the Prieft can, without any Ap- 
pearance of Defign, hold the Glafs fo near to them as 
to make it hot, and confequently difpofe the inclofed 
Sul>ftance to melt. — I (hould be inclined to fubfcribe to 
this Opinion, had I not met with a more probable 
Solution. 

* I am informed (for I never tried the Experiment 
myfelf) that a Compofifion of Crocus Mart is and Cochin 
fieal will perfectly refemble congealed Blood j and by 
dropping the fmalkft Qiiantity of Aqua fortis amongft 

<thit 
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this Compofition, its dry Particles will be put into a 
Ferment, *till at laft an t.buliition is exciied, and the 
Subftance becometh liquid. 

« That a Glafs raay^be fo contrived as to keep the Aqua 
fort is leparate from the dry Subftance, 'till the critical 
Moment when the Liquei'a6lion is to bt effet^ed, may 
be eafily couceiTed. And, in fa6t, the Phial which 
containeth the pretended Blood is lb conftituted. It is 
(bmething like an Hoiir-glafs, and the dry Subftance is 
lodged in the uiper Divi(ion. Now in the lower Divi* 
fioa of the Glals a few Drops of jiqua Jortis may be 
lodged, v^ithout funnihin^ anjr Sufpicion, as the Colour 
will prevent its being »liftmgui(hed, 
« All the attendant Circumftances of this A««^/Mr^ Trick 
(as iVir. Aujijon calls it; are perfedUy well accounted foi^ 
by admitting this Solution. Whenever the Prieft 
would have the iViiracle take Effect, he need only invert 
the iilals, and then the Aqua Jortis being uppcrmofty 
will drop down u^on the dry Subftance, and excite an 
Ebulhtion which refembleth meltin? ; and upon re- 
ftoring the Ghifs to its former Pofition, the Spe^lator 
will fee tlie Subftance, the Particles of which have been 
feparated by the Aguajcr'ts^ drop down to the Bottom 
of the vilais, in the fame manner that the Sand run- 
neth through. 

< The Neapolitans (as fit Subjefts to be impofed upon 
as the moft fervile Bigotry and fuperftitions Credulity 
can make them) efteem this annual Miracle as a Marie 
of the Protection of Heaven j and whenever the Blood 
faileth to melt, a general Panic eniiieth. 
* Now, upon a Suppofition that 1 have afiigned the real 
Caufe, the Priefts can prevent the Succefs of the 
Miracle whenever they pleafe; and accordingly we 
know that they a6tually do fo, when they have any 
ProfpeCt of advancing their own Intereft, byinfufinga 
Notion into the '^linds of the Neapolitans^ that Heaven 
is angry with their Nation.' Criterion^ or Miracles 

sxamtnedy &c. By John Douglas, D. D. p. 243—24.6. 
For what folio ivs we are alfo indebted to the fame 

Author. 

' Whether or no I have fucceeded in pointing out the 

< real Caufe of this pretended Miracle^ I mult leave to the 
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« fem^ who have the Honour of tampering with the facred 
« Phial, and of conducing the annual Show : It is enough 

< to the manyy if I have aiTigned a Caufe, which will ac- 
« count for every thing that happens \ and that I 

< have afligncd fuch a Caufe, every one may fatisfy him- 
« fclf. 

< When I publiihed my Account of th« liquefied Blood, 

< I had not, at thatjTime, tried the Experiment of the 
' Crocus Martis and 'Cochintal\ and therefore I could lay 

* lefs Weight on the Solution of the Trick, as meniioned 

* to xsk by a Friend. But now I can fpeak from my own 

* Knowledge, and confe^uently with greater Confidencey 

< fmce I have lately mixed up fome Cocbtntai with a 

* larger Quantity ot. Crocus Martis , and this conftitutes a 

* hard Lump, perfe^ly refembling coagulated Blood, and 
' which misht well bear to be produced on St. Jariuarius*% 

* Altar. Upon dropping fome Aquafortis on this folid 

* Lump, initantly thejre was excited a Fermentation and 

* Bubbling of its Parts, 'till by Decrees the whole Lump 

* diifolved, and it became a Liquid of about th« Con- 

* iiftence of thick Blood.— This £xpefimeut I performed 

< (I a(k Pardon, I fhould have faid Miracle) in the Pre- 

< fence of a Phyiician of ^earnin^, who aifures me, that 

* befides /fyna^w'/M, Spirit of Vitnol, or any other mineral 
« Acid, by being droppM on the coagulated Matter, 

< will produce the defiried Efi^dt. But Spirit of Vitriol, 

* which is clear as Water, will deceive the moft curious 
« Spectator moft effefhially $ and by the Help of this, and 

* the other Ingredients, any good Protetlant may chaU 

< lenge the Pnefts of Naples^ to try which of them Ihall 

* peitorm the Miracle moft dexteroufly.' 

19 ■ Credat Jud^tus ApeUa^ &c. 

ScaKger, and feveral other Critics, believe that Apeila U 
the proper Name of fome Jew^ then well known at Rome i 
but.it feems more natural to derive it from Jim pelle, cir^ 
€umdfed. It is well known, that the Heathens often ri- 
diculed the Je^s on this Account. Thus om* Pott, in 
the ninth Epiftle of this Book, ver. 70. 

Vol. til D ri^ 
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Curtis Judais oppedtre ? D. 

It is certain, that the Poet here alludes to the Miracle 
vrought by Elijah, in cauiing Fire to defcend from 
Heaven, ani confume a Bullock cut in Pieces, the Wood,' 
and the Stones, &:c. after he had three Times poured* 
Water on the Saciifice, and alio filled the Trench with 
Water. See the Story at large in the Firft Book of Kiugr^' 
Chap. 18. 

The JtntJSy who had a Faith for fuch Sort of Miracles, 
which proved the Truth of their Religion, were thoi^ht' 
by the Heathens credulous and fuperftitious. Therefor* 
Horace refers the Miracle wrought at Egnatia (which' 
. much refembles that of Etijah) to a Je^u^y as worthy his 
Belief. Dacier. 

Dacier is not fo kind as to inform us how he came to 
be fo very fure that Horace had read the Books of the Old 
Teftament ; nor does the laft Claufe of'this Remark fumifh 
any Proof, that our learned Critic was himfelf too credu- 
lous. D. 

20 Namque Deos didici, &c.] 

Horace was an Epicurean \ and the Epicureans believed, 
that the Gods are unconcerned about the Affairs of thi» 
World. It may be obfcrved, by the way, that this Phi- 
lofophy, which taught that God was an idle Spectator of 
human Things, and neither wrought Good nor Evil,* 
was known to the Je^s, and had its Followers at Jeru" 
falem, above three hundred Years before Epicurus cfta- 
Oliihed his School in Greece i For thus God himfelf fpeaks 
by his Prophet Zephamab, Chap. I. ver. 12. And it /ball 
come to pafs at that Time, that I ivill/earcb Jerufalem nvitb 
Torches, and puni/b the Men that are fettled on their Lets, 
(that is, thofe who fare delicioufly,) who fay in their 
Hearts, The LORD <iv/7/ not do Good, neither will be d% 
B*viL 

We may coUeft from hence, that this Philolbphy 
was embraced bv the Rich, who feem chiefly intcreited, 
that God ihould not concern himfelf with Human Af-, 
fairs. Paci£R. 

81 A>o 
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ax NeCy fi quid mirifaciat Natura.] 

Horace was of Opinion, that this fuppofed Miracle 
might be wrought by the Knowledge of fome natural 
Secret, and without the Intervention of any God. 

Thus f^arro fhows, that the Hirpinians walking unhurt 
with nak<ed Feet on the live Coals of the Sacrifices, which 
they offered every Year to Apollo^ was not owin^ to that 
God, but to the Virtue of an Ointment with which they 
rubbed the Soles of their Feet. D ac i £ r . 

The foretelling that the Sun fhould be darkened on a , 
certain Day ; or the holding of live Coals on the Tongue, 
without being burnt ; or the making a Voice defccud 
from a Chimney, when there is nobody in it ; would, no. 
doubt, in the Times of Ignorance, have all been looked 
OB as Miracles, D. 

%% Srundufium long^tfims chariaque viieque.lBrundtifium^ 
now Brindes, is iituated at tht Beginning of the Adriatic, 
It hqis an excellent Port. 

Horace juflly calls his Journey a long one, iince it was 
three hundred and feventy Miles from Rome to Brundu'^ 
Jium* He travelled thither in fourteen Days and one * 
Night, as will appear to thofe who examine the Particu- 
lars, u e, at a Medium, about twenty-fix Miles a Day. 
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T&e Same Satire Imitated. 

ByM. HuET, afterwards Bijhop of hvtdincht^. 

TrMnflaied by Mr. J. Duncombe. 

[To the Rev. Mr. Sack, junior j ^Berlin. 

'VXTHILE through the Paths of Science and of 
^^ Truth 

You guide your FInckep/iein*s unpracftis'd Youth, 
Teach him what Weeds to fpurn, what Flowers 

to chufe ; 
Unveil each Beauty of the Claffic Mufe, 
And, to complete the Statefman, juft and wife. 
Fix on his * Uncle his admiring Eyes 5 
Say, will my Frederick one fliort Hour unbend^ 
And, partial, liften to his Britijh Friend ? 
Will you with me throughNorthern Regions ftray. 
By Land and Sea, where Huet leads the Way ? 
Urg'd by Chrijlina^s Fame, behold ! he braves 
Contending States, bleak Skies, and ftormy Waves j 
Urg'd by Chrijlina's Fame, to Sweden's Court 
See ! Learning's Sons from every Clime refort ! 
To her juft Praife each Bard his vocal String 
Then tun'd, as now to your illuftrious King. J 

J76S> 

f Chief Miniitcr of State to the King of Prufut. 

A TOUR 
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A TOUR to Stogkholm*. 

FROM t Caen departing, firft at Divi^ 
And next at Honfleur^ I arrive. 
Ill as I was, from jolting Stones 
An eafy Litter fav'd my Bones ; 
But, as one Horfe was founder'd, down 
Myfelf, Steeds, Litter, all were thrown. 

Thence, after Dinner, in a Bark, 
We crofs'd to Havre j though 'twas dark 
Before we landed at the Towi> 
By your lov'd Name, King J Francis^ known^ 
Here, while for favouring Winds we wait, 
Time feems to hobble in his Gait ; 
And Walls and Citadel once feen. 
No more are Medicines for the Spleen. 

At length, ten Days elaps'd, our Sails 
We hoifted, with aufpicious Gales. 



• M. Bocbart, a Proteftant Minifter at Cain, and one 
of the moft learned Men of that Age, having been in- 
vited to Stockholm by Queen Cbr'ipina, he perfuaded M. Huet 
to accompany him. But being detained by lUnefs, he 
could not reach Havre de Grace till after M. Bochart had 
fet fail. However, our Author overtook him (as he tellg 
us) at Amfterdam, This Journey was begun April 15 
1651. 

t The Birth-place of the Author. 

{ Havre 'de Grace is called in Latin Francifcopolis, from 
Irancii I, who fortified it. 

D 3 My 
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My Comrades, a's the Veflel heels, 
Are little better for their Meals ; 
While I, half-famifli'd, every Hour, 
Bifcuit and falted Beef devour. 

Mean time, when Calais was in View^ 
Two * Engltjh Frigates towards us flew 
With crowded Canvafs ; at the Sight, 
Our Captain, in a wond'rous. Fright, 
(A Dutchman he,) cry'd, * Arm, Boys, arm, 
* Stand to your Guns, and found th' Alarm !* 
How mad, methought, was I to run 
Such Hazards, now too late to fliun ! 
But, ftill difTembling my Miftruft, 
My Sword I drew, half-eat with Ruft. 
And now the EngUJh nearer came. 
And loudly hail'd us j * Whence, your Name, 
' And whither bound ?' What Truth infpir'd 
We frankly told; they ftrait retir'd. 

In four Days Zealand^s Coafts appear, 
' And a wifhM Port we' find at Veer. 
Thence, Middleburgh by Land we gain : 
Next Morn once more we tempt the Main, 
And foon with Joy at D(^t arrive. 
Whence Maefe and tVaal unite to drive. 



• Th« Republics of England and Holland were at thi» 
Time on very bad Terms, though Hoftilities were not 
commenced between them till the Month following. 



With 
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With kindred Streams, invading Foes, 
And every bold Attack oppofe. 

At Rotterdam^ with Reverence due, 
* Erafmus my Attention drew : 
Then Delft^ where thy proud f Tomb, Najfazt t 
Claims equal Reverence, equal Awe. 

At Leyd-n we repos'd that Night ; 
And, with the next returning Light, 
Receiv'd the Welcome of a Pair, 
Diftinguifh'd by Apollo's Care ; . 
t SalmaftuSy \ HetnJiuSj whom the Nine 
Have blefs'd with all their Warmth divine ! 
The public Library furvey'd. 
And Anatomic Hall, we ftray'd 
Among the choice exotic Trees, 
And faw whate'er could Strangers pleafe. 

hzHaerlerrij our next Stage, juftFame 
For the firft Printing-Prefs they claim, 

* The brazen Statue of Erafmus in the Market-place. 

+ The Maufoleum of Wtlliam I, Prince of Orange ^ the 
Founder of the State, and of its Glory. 

X This famous Critic, well known in England by his 
Treatife againft the Parliament, and bi« fubfeqiient Con- 
troverfy with our Milton, .and whom that Poet flylcs * a 

* chattering Pye,' died at the Spa this Year, on his Re- 
turn from Stockholm. Milton aflerts,. that Queen Cbrtflma 
fet fuch a Value on his Reply, that (he even received Sal^ 
mafius with Contempt ; and adds, that * fomie even ac- 

* cufe him of haifeening that Writer's Death, by the too 

* great Keennefs of his Sting.' See his Defenfio pro fe, 

t Nicholas Hgin/ms, the Son of Daniel, 

D 4 .And 
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And for the »Sbips*, with Saw-like Prows, 
Fatal to their Pelufian Foes, 

To Jmjlerdam we hafte, and there 
With Looks which Heart-felt Joy declare, 
Choice Friends our wifli'd Arrival greet j 
Bochart and f Voffim too we meet. 
And (though unmention'd) Numbers more, 
All bound toSweden^s diftant Shore. 
How pleafant, when abrpad we roam, 
To find the Friends we lov*d at home I 

Next Morn, a courteous jftw invites 
To fee his Se£t's myfterious Rites j 
Our Frienjl % Manajfeh led us in : 
But while his Knife divides the Skin, 
Stretch'd with Solemnity divine. 
As Orcumcifion's Laws enjoin. 
My Foot, with heedlefs Touch, profan'd 
The Defk whence Mofes is explain^ : 

* In the 1 ith Century, when Damietta in Egypty an- 
ciently Felufium^ was befieged by the Chriftians, and their 
Tlect could not approach it by reafon of Chains drawn 
jstcrofs the River, and faftened to ttrong Towers on both 
bides, the HaerLemtrs in the Service armed the Keels of 
thtir Ships with (harp Saws, failed up the Rivtr with a 
^ong Gale, and cut the Chains \ which made Way for the 
jcft of the Fleet, and occalioned the taking of the Town. 

t Ifaac Vojpui^ the Son of Gerardy and, like him, the 
iiuthor of many learned Works. 

t Kabbi Mauapb Ben Ifrael, a Jew t/the firft Diftinc- 
tion, the chief Kuler of the Synagogue at AmperUamy a 
2vj.ati of great Learning and Moderation. Huetiana, 

All 
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All faw, all murmur'd ; ilruck with Dread 
Of the dire Knife, I fwiftly fled. 

To Utrecht then we take our Way,. 
And there to matchlefs * Schurman pay 
Our due Refpedb, her Sex*s Pride j 
With Admiration I defcry'd 
The Virgin^^s Works of every Kind, 
Wrought by her Hands and ftudious Mind, 

Departing thence, at Night we meet 
With paltry Lodgings at Elfpeet : 
Holm Difhes held our ruftic Cheer, 
On Straw we relied, threlh'd this Year. 

From thence, next Day, to Zwoll we went,. 
Where his long Life good f Kempis fy^nt^ 
And ftill his pious Fame furvives. 
And in his grateful Country lives. 

At Hardenbergj which late at Night 
Wc enter'd, of an ancient Rite 
We laughiijig heard, by which they ufc 
Their annual Magiftrate to chufe. 
Th' afTcmbled Sires, in Order fit,, 

Around a Maple Table fit,^ 

— ■ "^^^ 

• Anna Maria Schurman^ a Lady of extrnordinaiy Ac- 
complifhments, being Miftriefsi of moft of the.Orieiitkl,. 
Learned, and Modem Languages, as well as of all 
Branches of Philofbphy, Divinity, and the fine Art*, 
She was, in (hort, the Cinr/^r of her Age. See Ber ArticU: 
in Bayle. 

% T)ic fappcied Author <^cbe Book Dtlmtatkm Ofri/H. 
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And on the Board, in grim Array, 
Their bufhy Chins fagacious lay j 
Juft in the Middle then they place? 
The filthieft of the Infeft Race ; 
And him whofe favoury Length of Beard 
Is by the fapient Loufe preferr'd, 
HJs Townfmen honour and. revere, 
As Burgo-mafter for the Year*. 

Now traverfmg Wejiphalia^s Plains, 
We gaz'd with Wonder at the Swains : 
Than others by the Head they're higher^ 
As if fome Cyclops were their. Sire* 
Here Travellers in Halls rtiuft lie. 
Spacious, and towering to the Sky ; 
Juft in the midft a Fire they light j 
And all around it, every Night, 
Promifcfuous fleep their Goats, their Kine, 
Their Sheep, and Lambs, and filthy Swine, 
The Wife, the Hufband, and the Sons ; 
Iffuch, as old Tradition runs, 
In SaturrCs Reign was Human Glee,^ 
The Iron is the Agfe for Me. 
The Fields are barren and unfown j 
And lowly fhrub-like Trees alone 

• This Story is more proper for a Poet than an Hif- 
tonan, though there have been fome who have gravdy 
related it. It may, however, be confidered as an Apo- 
logue to ridicule the flovenly Manners of tlie People. 
The abovemex^oned Townfa in tbeProvuice oiChHiyJfeL 

Are 
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Are widely fpread o'er every Mead, 
And Swine, in Herds unnumber'd, feed 5 
Whofe Fleifh (the Natives ufual Meat) 
They neither boii'd, nor roafted, eat. 
But in the Houfe-top hung with Care, 
Are harden'd by the Smoke and Air ; 
And then the hofpitable Board 
With a whole Hog at once is ftor'd. 

Our Pace we quicken at the Sight 
Of diftant Bremen* s ToWer-crown'd Height, 
And foon we reach that ancient Town, 
Where, well fatigu'd, I ftrait lay down. 
Sunk in a foft well-feather'd Bed, 
Another o'er my Limbs was fpread : 
Half ftifled with the heavy Load, 
Sweat from each Pore profufely flow'd. 
And with th' enormous Weight opprefs'dj^. 
No Sleep that Night my Eye-lids blefs'd. 

Next Day more inaufpicious prov'd 
To a black Spaniel, much belov'd ; 
For, while our Car with rapid Courfe 
Whirled on, the Wheel's impetuous Force 
The Loiterer fqueez'd ; but Oil, the Bruife 
-Fomehting, foon her Strength renews. 

To * Clojier-feven next we came. 

Once for its Nuns well known td Fame j^ ^ 

• This Town was rendered famous in the late Wan 
by the Convention concluded there 5^/. 8, 1757, be* 
twcen his Royal Highnefs the Dyk» of CnmiferlMiJ, anci 
the Marlhal-Duke dg Ridflieu'. 

D 6 Five 
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Five Sifters only now remain. 
And every Cloyfter, every Fane 
Deferted droops its- languid Head, 
Since Luthtr here new Tenets fprcad^ 

To BoxuhuA a wealthy Dame, 
With a moft beauteous Daughter, came j 
An Officer their Steps purfu'd,. 
Who wi:h fond Eyes the Virgin view'd* 
We met, we talVd, and Bocbart jok'd 
With the feir Damfel ; this pfovok'd 
The Son of Mars ; as ufual, warm'd 
With many a Glafs, he loudly ftorm'*> 
And urg'd our undefignfng Friend 
An Contefts with the Sword to end : 
Scarce could we make thre Quarrel ceafe> 
And join thefr Hands in Pledge of Peace^ 

Next Morn, a Boat conveyed us o'er 
The Etbif to HamBurgb'a trading Shore. 
Here, drefs'd in rich Brocades, the Fair 
Towns, Landfcapes, on their Shoulders bear t 
Such Tints not ev'n the watiy Bow, 
Nor Juna's beauteous Bi^d^ can fhow,- 

Slefwick my languid Limbs received,. 
And Gattorp's antique Beds relieved. 
I there twelve Days with Joy remain'd,. 
By ancient Manufcripts detained : 
And now I rftnfack'd o'er and o'er 
Each crowded Ghambex's letter'd Store ; 

Now 
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Now modern Perjia'% barbarous State 
Heard * Olearius oft relate ; 
Nor did ev'n HolJiein*s Duke decline 
In our inftru(Sive Lore to join. 

Sharp bilious Pains my Comrade's Brcaft, 
Soon as from hence we went, oppreft -y 
But Eafe, next Day, Emetics yield,. 
And HaderJUhen faw him heal'd. 

Now full in View the Baltic roars ; 
Embark'd, we fail from Holftein\ Shores*. 
Funen^ not diftant, in th^ Main 
Appears ; the fruitful Soil I gain ;: 
And, (hivering with a hafty Storm, 
At Odenfee grow dry atod warm^ 
But while at Night afleep we lay^ 
Our Riding-Coats were ftoFn away r 
Expos'd to Showers, I, with a Heart 
Moft heavy, in the Morn depart. 

At Nybourg we arrive by Night, 
Where in a Dungeon, from the Light 
Secluded, lies that guilty Fair,, 
That Royal Harlot, who could dare 
Dire Poifons for her Lord to brew : 
For fuch a Crime fure Death was due F 



• The Duke of Holflein*z Librarian, a Man of great 
Wifdom and Learning, of which he gave Proofs ia * An 
* Account of his Travels through Mufcovy and Perfidy 
which he undertook by the Duke's Order. 

In 
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In Sight are fruitful Zealand's Shores; 
We fcarce had reach'd them, urg'd by Oars^ 
And Sails, when rag'd the Eaftern Wind ; 
Another Veffel, juft behind, 
Dafh'd on funk Rocks, was nearly loft. 
A milk-white Plumage, on this Coaft, 
Adorns each beauteous Turkey Fowl ; 
The Dogs in Strains unufual howl. 
There, intermingled, thick as Leaves, 
We faw on Gibbets Wolves and Thieves : 
Stuck in the Planks beneath were Knives j 
The Sick, it feems, to fave their Lives, 
This Method, try ; for (fo they fay) 
Whoever takes a Knife away. 
Is doom'd the fame Difeafe to bear, 
TransfeiT'd from him whoftuck it there. 

At Rofchild every Stranger ftays. 
On Denmark's Royal Tombs to gaze. 

Next, Copenhagen in the Clouds 
Her fam'd Obfervatory ihrouds ; 
Whofe Top, fo gradually the Plain 
Inclines, a Chariot may attain. 
Swift through this Royal City flies 
Our Carriage ; tir'd we clofe our Eyes. 
When well refrefh'd, we to the C^urt 
Tp fee the Monarch, pleas 'd refort. 
Pur-blind am I, the Room was wide, 
A Fair of Spectacles fupply'd 



My 
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My Sight's Defe<a, and by their Aid 
The King diftindly I furvey'd : 
But he, with Indignation fir'd> 
Prepared to feize me ; I retir'd 
From that:inhofpitablc Shore, 
Refolv'd to venture there no more* 

Once facred to the ftarry Skies, 
In the mid Ocean * Huen lies ; 
Now loft to Fame, the Fifher's Guile 
Is all the Study of the Ifle. 
Thither I fteer'd ; with pious Awe 
I there great Ty^A^'s Manfion faw; 
And 'midft his Structures, now decay'd. 
With heart-felt Melancholy ftray'd. 

We then once more unfurl'd our Sail : 
But, when at Sea, a fudden Gale 
With moft impetuous Fury blew ; 
We faw, and fliudder'd at the View : 
Our Cloaths well drench'd, at length (ecure. 
We gainM thy Harbour, Elfeneur: 

• This Ifland was given to Tycbo Brabe for his Life by 
Frederick II, King of Denmark, together with a large Pen- 
iiort : And on Augujf 8, 1576, this gr,eat Aftronomer laid 
the Foundation ot his famous Obfervatory, or Caftle, 
whic : he called Umniburg, where he refided one and 
twenty Years. After the Death of King Frederick, the 
Emperor RoMphus II. invited him to rcfme at his Court, 
th<n at Praguff to which City he accordingly went, and 
met with a moH gracious Reception. He died there, of 
a Retention of Urine^ in i6(Uy^ed 55. 

Here, 
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Here, though juft refcu'd from the Wave, 
I ftill was near a watry Grave ; 
For while my Eye with heedlefs Gaze, 
Important * Cronenburgh furveys, 
Clofe to the Ditch my Foot I found : 
What Perils Travellers furround ! 
Whoe'er can Peace enjoy at Home, 
By my Advice would never roam. 

Spite of the Wind's tempeftuous Roar,. 
Wc crofs the Sound to Schonens Shore. 
Our Hoft there cook'd a ftrange Repaft, 
Delicious to a Gothland Tafte : 
He kindly urg'd us firft to eat. 
Sprinkled with Saffron, falted Meat : 
Then on. the Board at once appear 
Raw Mutton-Steaks, dry*d Currants, Beer, 
Sweet- fcented Herbs, Ice pounded, Wine, 
Cloves, and quick Pepper, fifted fine : 
The Table laft full many a Pound 
Of Ginger, Butter, Sugar, crown'd ; 
With Muftard, Honey, Fennel, Oyl, 
And Coriander. — All the Toil 
And Skill of Hecaii could ne'er 
In Stygian Shades fuch Cates prepare ;• 
Nor worfe the Drugs, if Fame be true,. 
Which unrelenting Step-dames brew. 

* A ftrong Caftle in Zealand^ where all Ships that paft 
tHrough the SQumt^vy Toll. 

Eaclk 
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Each Difli iintouchM, we hafte away, 
RefolvM to travel Night and Day. 

To Heltnfladt fwift our Car proceeds. 
Where, tir'd, we bait our dufty Steeds. 
Hence, order'd to hi& native Land, 
(For fuch the Queen's fevere Command,) 
VoJJius with many a Tear departs *, 
But leaves his Image in our Hearts. 

Through Fir-Tree Forefts, large and brown, 
We pafs, to Gothlanders well known : 
Our Thirft with profFer'd Mead we (lakM ; 
•They then brought Bifcuits, which, well-bak'd. 
With Salt and Cumin they prepare. 
And harden in the Smoke and Air : 
Your Knife can no Impreffion make j 
Then, in its ftead, a Hammer take. 

Sinaland's fteep Rocks we clamber o*er. 
And trace Lake Fetter's winding Shore. 
Here, at our Servant, as we paft, 
Unnumber'd Jokes and Gibes were caft. 
While, on the Coach's Summit plac'd. 
His empty Head with Night-Cap grac'd. 
He in * Mar of s melodious Lay, 
King David's Pfalms would fing or fay 5 

* Salmafius having complained to Cbrtftina that Fqffius 
had, on (light Grounds, commenced a Law-Suit againft 
him at LeyUaty yojfius was ordered by the Qiacen not to 
return to S'weden till he had made him Satist'adtion. 

* The Pfalms tranllated by Clement Marot were fet to 
Mufic of four and five Parts by Ctaude Gwdime/, an ex- 
cellent Muilcian, in the fixteenth Century. 

For, 
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For, though composM by Claude, each Note 
Was Jargon in his Raven-Throat. 

Now wild EaJi-GothlaniTs Bounds we gain. 
Where Beaft-fkins cloath each livid Swain j 
Froft-rbit their Faces, coarfe their Fare j 
Caps of warm Frieze the Women wear. 
Well jolted with the rugged Way, 
Each Night in Cottages we lay 
Which upright Trunks of Trees compofe i 
Grafs on the Turf-form'd Covering grows^^ 
Where Sheep, as on a level Mead, 
Undaunted, unmolefted feed : 
The Roof has Peep-Holes ; fo, 'tis faid^ 
Thy Temple, f Terminus^ was made. 
Within are fifty Beds, wJiere reft 
On Straw, Wife, Huftand, Slave, and Gucft, 
One Night, by Nature's Call conftrain'd, 
I rofe, and, as I thought, regained 
The Bed, where, every Senfe composed 
In balmy Sleep, my Comrade doz'd ; 
But, ah ! behold, at Break of Day, 
A fnoring Beldam near me lay ! 
How did our Sides at this Miftake, 
Next rifmg Morn, with Laughter fliake ! 

Wide branching Pines, as hence we paft, 
A welcome Shade around us caft. 

■ I 111. ■ II I I H If I 

f The Temple erefted to this God by Numa was open 
to the Sky, to ihow that the Boundaries ought always to 
be in the Proprietor's Sight. 

The 
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The Night o'ertook us at a Town 
Nam'd Lidkoping^ to Fame well known. 
Where firft their Breath the Magni drew> 
Johannes *, and his Brother f too. 

At Norkoptng^ where Copper Plates 
Are forg'd, his Steeds our Driver baits ; 
Large Coins are here imprefs'd, and Threads 
Form'd of vaft Length from Copper Shreds. 
To diftant Lands thefe precious Wares, 
In loaded Ships, the. Merchant bears* 

At Nykoping^ our next Day's Stage, 
Queen Leonora t^ worn with Age, 
In vain Complaints her Sorrow vents. 
And ftHl Gujlavus* Death laments/ 

Once fam'd, by fubterraneous Fires 
Now wafted, Telga next afpires. 
Peculiar to a Northern Plain, 
The Stables here Rein-Deer contain ; 
Two curling Horns their lofty Brow 
Defend ; like Stags their Bodies fhow : 
O'er Ice and Snow, the Lake and Mead, 
They whirl the Sledge with Eurus* Speed. 

• Johannes Magnus y Archbifhop of Upfaly and Author 
©f the Hiftory oi' Sweden ^ which he brought down to the 
Year 1544., when he died, 

t Olaus Magnus, who fviccecded his Brother in hit 
Archbiftioprick. He wrote a Treatlfe on the Manner*, 
Cuftoms, and Wars of the Northern Nations. 

t The Dowager of Cujia^us Adolphus^ and Mp.tUer of 
CbriJUna. 

A German 
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A German here, againft our Will, 
Made us repeated Bumpers fwill ; 
A little more, and Bacchus* Snares 
Had quite entrapp'd me unawares. 

To Stockholm thence o'erjoy'd we bend, . 
And there my Verfe and Journey end. 



NO T E. 
If the lleader (hould be curious to know the Event of 
this remarkable Journey and Voyage, M. Huet himfelf 
wUl inform him. He tells us, in his Commentarius de rebus ad 
iUM pertinetiiibuSf p. 103. that Boibart and he came to 
Stockholm at an unluckv Jun6lure. Bochart was not fo 
gracioufly received as he had Reafon to expeft. The 
Queen was in a declining Way. Too clofe an Applica- 
tion to Study had heated her Blood, and impaired her 
Health. Bourdalot^ her Phyfician, (a Frencbmant and an 
. artful Courtier,) who ha:d ftudied her Temper as well as 
lier Conftitution, had prevailed on her to break oiF all 
Commerce with Men of Letters, under Pretence of pr«- 
ferving her Health, but, in Faft, that he might gain an 
entire Afcendant over her. This was the true Reafon of 
Voffius*^ DifmiiTion, as mentioned above. Nor did Bochart 
fare much better. As to our Author, he did not appear 
ib formidable to Bovrde/oty on account of liis Youth, being 
then but twenty- two. Chriftina often converfed with him,, 
and would have retained him with her j but, being juiUy 
apprehenfive of her capricious Temper, he chofe rather, 
at the End of three Months, to return to France. The 
chief Benefit* he reaped from this Journey was hisi. copy- 
ing, while at Stockholm^ an old MS. of Ori^en'% Commen- 
tary on the Holy Scriptures. This, v^hich he took home 
with him, he publiihed at Rouen^ in two Volumes, Folio, 
166S. 
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SATIRE VI. 

To MiECE N AS. 

By Mr. J. D u n c o m b e. 

Th ^alities of true Nobility. 

TXT'HAT though no Lydian^ on^/rwr/VsCoafti, 
A nobler Birth than you, Macenasj boafts ; 
What though to Chiefs, whoLegions us'd to guide. 
Each of your generous Parents was ally'd. 
Yet you ne'er fcofF, like moft of high Degree, 
Thofe meanly born, or Freed-men's Sons, like me; 
Since you're convinc'd, no matter how obfcurc 
Our Parents, if our Morals are but pure ; 
Perfuaded, that ere » Tullius reign'd, there liv'd 
Many, who though from vulgar Stem deriv'd. 
Were yet as high in Honours as in Worth ; 
While to Lievinus (though he trac'd his Birth 
From fam'd Vakriui' Race, who from the Throne 
Expell'd proud Tarquin) no Regard is fhown 
By the rude Multitude, who yet, you know. 
Oft, on the Worthlefs, Honours will beftow. 
Led by falfe Notions j and with wondering Eyei 
High-founding Titles and old Statues prize. 
How fhould thofe aft, who from the vulgar Train 
Notions fo widely different entertain ? 
Yet grant, they rather would Lmjtnus chufc. 
And » Diciusy of ignoble Birth, refufe, 

And 
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And grant; that 3 Jppius would reje<a my Plea, 
Since from a Father fprung, who was not free j 
(And juftly, fmce 4 1 chofe not to remain 
In my own Sphere) yet Glory in her Chain 
Drags both the noble and the vulgar Crew 
Behind her Ihining Chariot — What to you, 
5 TilliuSy avail'd it, that ^gain you wore 
Your Robe, and "Fribunitial Honours bore ? 
Hence Envy rofe, which in a private State 
Was lefs — When one is chofen to the Weight . 
Of Senatorial Duty, all enquire 

* Who is this Senator, and what his Sire ?* 
For a5 the Fop, who ftudies to compare 

With beauteous ^ BarruSj and be thought as fair. 
Will hear the Girls enquire, in every Place, 
What are his Teeth, his Hair, his Legs, his Face ; 
So, if you fwear to guard, with watchful Eye, . 
The Roman People, City, Italy ^ 
And Temples of the Gods, all feek to know 
If you your Birth to vulgar Parents owe. 
Shall a Slave's Son from the Tarpeian Hill 
Prefume to throw, or bid the Li£fir\ii\\ 
A free-born Roman? But you fay, * To Me 

* Noviusy my CoUeguc, yields by one Degree : 
*.He and my Sire are juft as mean by Birth.* 
This then, you think, will give you equal Wofth 
With nobleft 7 Senators — But in the Street 
Should Cars two hundred, and three Funerals meet, 

Novius^ 
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Novius^ you know, would raife his Voice more loud 
ThanTrumpets, Horns, and all the jarring Crowd. 
This by the Vulgar high Renown is deem'd. 
And no Accomplifliment is more efteem'd. 

To my own Story now again attend. 
Whom all, becaufe Macenas is my Friend, 
Now view with Looks of Envy, as before, 
Becaufe a ^ Roman Tribunes Charge I bore. 
Far different this. My Station might, indeed. 
With fpecious Plea the Flame of Envy feed ; 
Not i*oy^«r Friendftiip. You with that, 'tis known. 
(Such is your Care) the worthlefs never crown. 
And fcorn Intruders — No one can pretend. 
That Fortune's Favour gave me fuch a Friend. 

Virgil long fmce, then Varius too declar'd 
My Charafter— And when I firft appeared 
Before you, fliort and faultering was my Speech^ 
(For Modefty an Infant's Part will teach,) 
I never faid that round my Fields I rode 
On ambling Steed, and no great Lineage (how'd j. 
But told you who I was. You little faid. 
As ufual— I departed — But obey'd. 
In nine Months time, your Summons to attend. 
From thence diftinguifh'd by the Name of Friend ; 
Proud that difcerning Judgnient to delight. 
Which nicely marjcs the Bounds of Wrong and 
Not by a noble Birth, but worthy Mind. [JR^ight,. 
If, favc fome leffer Faults, you in me find - 
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No grand Defers, (as, in the faireft Face, 
Some Moles, fome Pimples, we perchance may 
If I with Juftice can the Charge deny [trace 5 ) 
Of fordid Manners, Luft, Debauchery ; 
And if, (to praife myfelf,) by many a Friend 
I live belov'd, nor knowingly offend. 
Thanks to the Prudence of my Sire I owe : 
Though ftnall his Farm, he chofe not I fhould go 
To Flavins^ School, where great Centurions fent 
Their Sons,who with their SJates andPencils went. 
And Satchel cramm*d with Books, and could ac<- 

count 
How high would Intereft every Month amount. 

To Rome itfelf he boldly brought his Boy, 
Such Studies to purfue, as might employ 
The Sons of Knights or Senators ; and thofe. 
Who faw my Drefs and Servants, might fuppofe 
That from an ancient Family Eftate, 
I drew Supplies for an Expence fo great. 
Himfelf, the beft of Tutors, kept his Ey« 
O'er all my Teachers, and was ever nigh. 
Hence Modefty I learn'd, the very Grace ^ . 
Of Virtue : Hence I learn'd, of all that's bafe 
To be in Thought no lefs than Action clear: 
Nor did he from the World Reproaches fear, 
Becaufe he taught his Son no gainful Trade, 
Nor, like himfetf, a Tax-Colleaor made. 

Hence 
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Hence from myTongue (Complaints apart) muft 
The grateful 'o Praifes I fo juftly o^e ; [flow 
Nor (hall I, i^ile my Mind is found, lament 
My Birth, though mean^ or of my Sire repent. 
Or urge in my Behalf that vulgar Plea, 
That though my Parents were not rich or free, 
'Twas not my Fault— ^Opinions I retain. 
Quite the reverfe : For could paft Years again 
Return, and might we other Parents chufe. 
Contented with my own, I would refufe 
Thofe whom the Confujfhip and Ivory Seat 
Adorn ; fure from each vulgar Tongue to meet 
Reproach j but not from yours, that I a State 
So high decline, unequal to the Weight. 
JFar greater Riches I fhould then require, 
Muft make moreFriends, and more Attendants hire ; 
Never muft move without a fervile Train ; 
Chariots muft purchafe,Slaves and Steeds maintain. 

Now to " Tarentumj when I pleafe, I ride 
Onacropp'd Mule ; i^my Spurs indent her Side, 
My Wallet galls her Back ; yet I difclaim 
Avarice, like that, which all. in Tillius blame. 
When he, though Prator^ on the Road five Boys, 
To bear his Wine and Utenfils, employs. 

Hence, noble Senator, I tafte more Eafc 
Than you and thoufands more — Where'er I pleafe 
Alone I walk; the Price of Barley know. 
Or Herbs i 13 to the deceitful Cirws go 

Vot.ni. E At 
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At Evening Hows, or diroagh die Farmm roam. 
And hear the Avgurs ; dien returning home. 
Sup on Lcek'Broch, and inth ddrcious 14 Beet 
Regak ; three Boys attend me while I eat. 
My Marble SU> a Beaker and a Brace 
Of Ghflcs holds : Next ftands a vulgar Vafe, 
A Bafon and a Cup, Camp4mmn Ware. 
I then to Bed retire, devoid of Care, 
Since in die Mom I need not early rife 
To vifh >5 MarJyaSj vrhofe difdainfiil Eyes 
Scarce bear die younger Novius in dieir Sight. 
16 Till ten I lie. When drcfs'd, walk fordi, or 

write. 
Or with a Book my leifure Hours beguile. 
Then for the Games anoint ; not with that Oyl 
Of which theLamps vile ^iNatta us'd to cheat — 1 
The Martian Field, or Tennis, forc'd by Heat, V 
iS Glad I forfake, and to the Bath retreat. J 
I with a flight Repaft my* Stomach ftay. 
Trifling at Home the Afternoon away. 

19 Such are die idle Comforts that I fhare 1 
But free from all the Weight of public Care, 
More happy am I in this humble State, 
Than if my Sire had fiU'd thew^^^^s Seat. 



NOTES* 



1 
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NOTES. 

Hsraci fhows in- this Satire, that true Nobility does not 
coniih in being defcended from a long Train oniluftriout 
Anceftors, but in right Sentiments and Probity of Man- 
ners. 

The Gratitude he teftifies to his Father^s Memory, docs 
more Honour to his own, than the Friend(hip of Mace- 
naSf or even that of Au^uftus, 

If this Satire was written after the Death i^Firgi/sLnd 
Farius, as it probably was, by the 54.th Verfe, &c, Op- 
timus olim f^irgilius^t was after the Year of Rome 735, 
and Horace muft have been above forty-feven Years old, 
Dacier and Sanadon. 

1 Artie poieftatem TuUi at que ignohtle regnum,'] 

Servius Tuliius, the Axth King of Rome. He was the Son 
of Ocrifiat who was taken Captive by the Romans at the 
Sacking of Corniculum, Becaufe his Mother was in a 
State of Servitude when he was born, he was called Ser- 
<vtus. It is on this Account only, and in AUufion to the 
Opinion of the Populace, that Horace here applies the 
Epithet ignobile (ignoble) to his Reign 5 for he was in fadt 
a wife and valiant Prince, and his Reign was glorious. 
This Paflage is thus tranflated hy Dacier: « You juftly 

* think, that before the glorious Reign of Tulliusy who 
« was the Son of a Slave, there have been many Perfons 

* obfcurely bom, who have lived with Honour, and by 

* their Merit obtained the higheft Dignities.* 

a Sluam Decio mandare novo,'] Publius Decius Mus was 
the firft of his Family who diftin^iihed himfelf, and ob- 
tained the Confulfliip by his Merit. He devoted himfelf 
for his Country in a Battle againft the Latins, in the Year 
of Rome 417, three hundred and thirty-four Years before 
the Birth of Chrift. His Son followed his Example forty 
Years afterwards. 



• Cenforqui moveret 



Appiuj.'\ 

. Appius Claudius Cacus, who was chofen Cenfor in the Year 
oi Rome 443. He was diflinguilhed by the Severity with 
which ke exercifed this Office for five YearSt 

E 2 The 
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The BaHnefs of the dufir was to furvey the People, 
and to cenfure their Manners. He had Authority to 
punifh Immoralities in any Ferfons, of what Rank ibever, 
Senators thcmfelves not excepted. 



S^oniam in propria non pelU qui f Jem, "^ 



lie here alludes to the Fable of the Afe in the Lion's Skin. 
- 77///.] This Reading is found in the moft 



ancient Cc^ies t Others read, 7uL'i. Tillius was a Perfon 
•f an obfcure Birth and bad Morals, and was obliged by 
Citfur to lay afide the Purple Robe, for having joined 
with Pompey j but after Ca/ar's Death he refumed it, and 
was created Tribune ; all things being then in fo great 
Confuiion, that the vilcft Slaves were fometimes Created 
Senators. 

quo morbo Barrus,'] Titus Veturius Barrtts. 



All that we know of this pretty Fellow is, that he was 
an egregious Coxcomb, (a Woman's Man, to be fure,) 
and fo extravagant, that he ruined himfelf. He was at 
laft put to Death for corrupting one of the l^eftal Firgins. 

7 Paulus & Mefala.'i Paulus MmUius and Mejaia Cor- 
viuusy two illuftrious Romans. 

€ — .»— ~. Mihipartret Ugto Romana Tribuno.'] 
Horace ferved in the Civil Wars as a Tribune in Brv1us*% 
Army,, and was prefent at the Battle o£ Pbilippi, where, 
however, he guned no Honour, as he himfelf owns, in 
Book II. Ode 17. 



> PbiRppoSj & aleremfugam 



Senfi^ reliSd non bent parmuld. 
The Legion confifted of thirty Manifulf^ or Bands^ 
which made about (ix thou(and Men, and was com- 
manded by fix Tribunes, or Colonels, 

9 Jpfe mihi Cufios incorruptijfimus omnes 

C ircum doGores aderat. ] 
It was very difficult to preferve the Morals of thofe Boys 
untainted, who were fent to the great Schools. There- 
fore they never went abroad without being accompanied 
17 a fort of Guardian, or Governor, who was ftyled-C^oi 

and 
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end ReSor. But as fuch Perfons too often coimFved at 
the Vices and Extravagances of their Pupils, the Vigi- 
iance of our Poet's Father fujxplied that Office himleif, 
well knowing, that Learning would be too dearly pur- 
chafed at the Expence.of Morals. 

10 Laus ilii debetur, &c.] In the fame amiable Man- 
iter Mr. Pope fpeaks of his Father : 

Born to no Pride, inheriting no Strife, 

Nor marrying Difcord in a noble Wife, 

Stranger to civil and religious Rage, 

The good Man walked innoxious through his Age : 

No Courts he faw, no Suits would ever try. 

Nor dar'dauOath, nor hazarded a Lye, &c. 

Epift. to Dr. Arhuthnof. 

11 «— — U'que Tarentum.] Now TarantOy a City of tl>e 
Province oi Otranto, in the Kingdom of Naples. H r^'-e 
was To pleafed with it, that he would have been g'n! t » 
have fpent the latter Part of his Life tbert-. * It hIk); r.ds, 
* fays he, with excellent Honey, delicate Oyl, an.l VVi,iG 
Hittleinfeiior to that of FoUthus ; An early Spring, and 
<a foft Winter, render it a delightful Habitation for an 
« old Man.' See Book IL Ode 6. 



■ ulceret atqtte eques armds,'] 



The Critics puzzle themfelves about theMeaning of thefe 
Words. Datier fays, he galled his Mule by his awkward 
Manner of fitting. Sanadon contends for the Poet's good 
Horfemanfhip, and is of Opinion, that it was.occafioned 
t)y his Weight only j for he was fat and unwieldy. The 
Tranflator dares not pretend to decide this important 
Queftion. 

13 Faiiacem Cinum, Sec] Mr. Creech here introduces 
thefe Lines : 

Through cheating Romfy about the Clofe of Day, 
I freely walk j I go to Church and pray. 

It is to be fuppofed that Horace was a good Chriftian, 

»4 "^— Lacbanlque catinum,'\ But other Copies read, 
Laganiqtie catinum, A Plate of Pancakes , The Reader may 
chufe which Difh he likes beft. 

E 3 15 — Obe- 
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1 5 -.i—.i. Obeundus MafjyaS] Marjyas was a Pbrjgiait 
Muiician, who> prefuniing to challenge ^polio to play with 
him on the Flute, was conquered, suid fia^red ahve. 

His Statue was placed in the forum, facin? the 3enck 
where the Judges fat, and the Lawyers pleaded. 

The Pain Marjyas felt to fee fuch a fordid Wretch as 
No'viuj among the Judges, made him forget what he had 
lufjered from Apollo. This Thought is the more happy, 
as his Statue had one Hand raifed: And Horace afcribes 
this Foiture to his Indignation againil No*viu*, Dacier. 

16 Ad quartamjaceo,'] I lie a-hed *till ike fourth Hour, 
i e. 'till ten «' tb^ Clock, But we are not to underitand 
by thele V\ ords, that he flept fo long i for none but 
Sluggards indulged themfelves in Sleep even *till fix 
o' tn* Clock. See Epift. I. ver. 17, & r8. No, he ap- 
plied himlelf to Reading or Writing on his Couch, which 
was a common Practice among the Ancients. 

Neque enim cum leftulus, out me 

Porticus excep'Uy defum mibi. Book I. Sat. IV. 

Nor when my Bed or Portico receives me, 

Do I forbear to commune with myfeif. 

Thus Seneca in liis yzd Epiftle : 

• Some Things may be written, even in a Chariot j but 

* others require the i^^^, Leifure, and Retirement.' 

And Pliny : 

' Caius Fannius dreamed one Night, that he lay on hit 

* Coucby in an Undrefs fit for Study, with a Defk, as ufual, 

* before him.' B. V. Ep. 5. Tranilated by the late Earl 
'of CORK£. 

17 Natta.'] This was a famous Mifer, who is alfo men- 
tioned by JuvenaU Sat. VIIL 95. and by Perfiusy Sat. HI. 

^on pudet ad morem difcinSii *vivere Naitue ? 
' Are you not a(hamed to lead fuch a Life as that dif- 
< folute Spendthrift NattaF' 

1 8 — FugiQ 
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ig Fugio rabtqfi tempora/^i.'] . 

But, according to Cruqitius, a very ancient Mauufci ipt 
reads^ 

Fugio campum lufumque trigommm 

This Reading is adopted hj Bitttleyt Cuningbamy and 
Sanadony and followed by the Tranflator. Hgrace plainly 
intends to point out here the Hour of the Day, and not 
the Seafon of the Year. It is ridiculous to fuppofe with 
Vacier, that he bathed only in the Dog-days. By Caw- 
pus he means the Campus Marttus, or Martian Field, 
where the public Exercifes were performed ; and this 
Line explains the preceding Words, Ungor oiivo ; for he 
was anointed, to make his Limbs the more phant for 
Exercife. 

19 --—--—— Hac eft 

Vita folutorum miftra ambit tone grainque,"] 

Horace has Reafon toboaft of his Happinel's. Wbnt a 
Contraft? On one Side, we fee the conftrained and itft- 
lefs Life of the Great, whom Ambition drags along, 
chained, like Slaves, to the Chariot of Fortune ; on the 
other Side, the free and peaceable Life of a private Man, 
who taftes, in his moderate State of Competence, Repofe 
without Troubles, and Pleafure without Solicitude j and 
whofe Labours afford him an ufeful and agreeable Amufe- 
meAt. San ADO N. 

ao '*vi^urumfuafvius, acfi 

S^aftor avus.'] 
The Sltke/ior was the Treafurer of the Commonwealth. 
This Office is put here for any confiderable Charge, It 
was the firft Step to mount higher* Sanadon. 
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to SATIRES of HORACE, 

SATIRE VII. 

An Account of a "urangUng parrel between 
p£Rsius and RupiLius King. 

TJT O W P^fus on Rupilius K:rgy 

"^ ^ ProfcribM by Cafur, dar'd to fling 

His own rank Venom, I fuppofe 

Each paltry * Quack and Barber knows. 

Pcr/hii had Ion? to ' Claxcmene 
Profufely dealt ; as long had been 
In wrangling Suits with King engag'd ; 
Was bold and arrogant ; and rag'd 
So loud, that not to fuch a Pitch j^ 
Could - Bairus or 3 Sifenna reach. 

In vain had many Attempts been try'd 
To make their choleric Blood fubfide. 
At length on Jftas wealthy Shore 
When 5rtt^ttj held Prir/dri^wi Power, 
Our Champions met ; fo match'd, as brought 

4 Bacch'pis and Btthus to our Thought. 

5 When Warriors fight of equal Fame, 
Death only can decide their Claim. 
For, fpite of Reafon, each Pretence 
Is juftify'd by Infolence. 

• The Reading of Bentley is here followed, 
Qmnibui & medicis uotum C^ tonforibui ejfi» 

HeSfor 
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HeSior and Pekus* Son contended, 
And but with Life their Conteft ended. 
But when two, ftruck. with Coward Dread, 
Or (6 GlaucusAikt with Diomed) 
When Chiefs of Strength unequal meet. 
The weakcft buys a fafe Retreat. 

Into the Hall with lowering Mien 
They rufli'd ; fuch Objecfts ne'er were fee-n. 

Perfius unfolds the Caufe^ much Sport 
Enfues ; with Laughter rings the Court. 
He loads with many an Eulogy 
Brutusj and all his Army : He 
Is Aftas 7 Sun ; his Chiefs, he fays^ 
Are Stars of moft propitious Rays : * 

Save King ; he. Terror to the Swain, 
Like the fierce Dog-Star burns the Plain. 
Swift roird his Speech j as, through a Woodj^ 
Refiftlefs rolls a wintry Flood. 

Th' Italian then with equal Glee 
Reply'd, in foul-mouth'd Ribaldry 5. 
Such as in Vineyaj-ds reigns among 
The Gatherers, whofe opprobrious Tongue " 
Is fure to hoot each Pafler-by, 
With 8 Cuckovj^ Cuckow^ as they fly. 

Language fo coarfe at length inflames 
Perftus* Refentment — He exclaims, 
• O Brutus^ by each Power above 
« I beg, that, for thy Country's Love> 

E 5 - « Thou, 
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* Thou, to whofe Sires fuch Glory (prings 

* From banishing the Race of Kings, 
Wilt now, like them, deliver Rome^ 

* And let a Rope be this King's Doom.* 



NOTES. 

PubUuj Rupilius Rex being profcribed bjr O^avius Cajhr 
m the Triumvirate, made his Efcape, and took Refuge in 
the Camp of Brutus, He was born at H'ranefie in Italy, 
Perjius w^ defcended from a Grecian Father and a Romun 
Mother. 

Horace here prefents us with a Dialogue well fupported 
between thefe two Perfons in the mock Heroic Style. 
Perhaps it might be defigned as a Parody on fome of the 
£;oifing Scenes in the liiad. It feems to have been our 
Author's firft poetical Eflay, and was probably written 
in the Year of Aa;»^ 7i2» a little before the £attle of 
Pbilipfu 

X ClaxomenisJ] Claxoment was a City of Lcfler Jfiat In 
Ionia, It was fituated on the Coaft of the ,£^ean Sea, 
between Smyrna and the Illand of Chios. It had been 
called Gr^;z^$ hence Apollo was called Gryn^tus,- {rom a 
celebrated Temple erefV^d to him there. It was the 
Birth-place of the PhiloTophejF Anaxagoras-. See Stroke ^ 
Book XIV. 

«,: 3. Sifennasy.Barros.l Barrus and Sifenna were two 
Senators of wrangling Memory. For the Character of 
Barrus, fee the Notes on the foregoing Satire. 

^ cum Bi'tho Bacchrus.'\ Bacchius and Bitkus were 

two Gladiators in the Reign of Augufiusy ^ho never failed 
to kill all thofe with whom they fought. At length be- 
ing matched againft each other, both fell on the Spot^^ 

5 The Tranflator has tranfpofed a few Lines here. A 
Parenthefis of nine Lines, uncouthly placed, breaks the 
S^nfe, and disfigures the Original. 

4 — - ut 
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€ I Mt DiomuR 

Cum Lvcio Giauco.] This alludes to that Pafla^e in 
the fixth J/taJ where Clauau changed his Armour ofGold 
for Diomed^s of Brafs. 

Xfvo%a ;^aXitti«y9 acaroftCe/ imotCoMw* 
For DiomeeTz Brafs Arms, of mean Device, 
For which nine Oxen paid (a vulvar Price) 
He gave his own, of Gold, divinely wrought, 
A hundred Beeves the fiiining Purchafe bought. 

POPB* 

7 Sottm Afiit.'i Nothing is more common than theft 
fwelling Tropes in modem Tras^edies. They deli|^ht 
the Players, and generally gain a Clap from the Galleries* 

8 — — Cucul/um.'] This was a Term of Reproach com- 
monly applied to the Grape-gatherers in Vmtage-timet 
denoting a Loon, or an idle worthleis Fellow. ' Per* 

* haps,' fays Dacier, * becaufe theCuckow is a lazy Bird, 

* who will not be at the Pains of hatching her own Eggs, 

* but drops them in the Neils of other Birds— ^#Mr/^^# 

* parit iff alienis nidis.'* 

A Cuftom not unlike this prev^uls among us, vf«. the 
People on Shore crying out to the Bargemen, as the Weft- 
Countrjr Barees are piling by, Ba ! Ba / to upbraid them 
with bemg Sheep-flealers. 

The ingenious Mr. IFartofi, (peaking of the firft Lines 
of diis Satire, juftly obferves, that here even * the courtly 

* Horaei finks into mean atid farcical Abufe.* Adven- 
turer, N* 133. 

The Pun, with which it clofes, would not be expelled 
by a Modem in any Writer above the Rank of Jq, MiUtr* 
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SATIRE VIIL 

Priapus*j Complaint againft the Witcbes^ 
who infefied tbt Efquilian WIL 

Q F old, a Fig-trcc (ufdefs Wood ! ) 

Was I ; when long the Joiner ftood 
Debating, if to make of A^Ie 
A Joint-ftool, or a Deity : 
At length the btter he preferred ; 
Hence (Terror to each Thief and Bird} 
Priapus' threatening Form I wear ; 
The Club that in my Hand I bear. 
And my red Stake the Robbers dread ; 
While the Reed, waving on my Head, 
From Birds this new-made Garden frees,, 
Though Fruits haBg tempting on the Trees, 

Of old, the Carcailes of Knaves,. 
Buffoons and Rakes, their Fellow-Slaves 
Bore hither in a psdtry Cheft ^ 
Each in a narrovy Cell to reft. 
That Stone a Witnefs has femain'd 
The Field one thoufand Feet contained 
In Front ; three hundred in the Rear | 
Sequtfter'd from the lawful Hefr. 

Now we may range th' Efquilian Grove, 
And o'er the Hill enraptur'd rove. 
Where, with Concern, we lately viewed 
The Ground with j^ones unfeemly ftrew'd. 

But 
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But neither Thieves nor Beafts of Prey, 
Which here of old in Ambufli lay. 
Such Tumults in my Breaft excite. 
As thofe vile Hags, who here delight 
Diftra£lion.in the Mind to raife 
By venom'd Drugs and magic Lays. 

Nor can I thefe deftroy or chafe. 
But when at Night her comely Face 
Bright Cynthia rears, with Shrieks and Groans 
They gather baneful Herbs and Bones. 

Thefe Eyes Canidia's Form have feen. 
Stalking with pale terrific Mien, ^ 
In fable Robe » upgirt ; her Hair, 
Dilheveird, flow'd 3 hejr Feet were bare; 
Her Sifter Sagana was there : 
Their Screams re- echo'd all around. 
While with their Nails they fcoop'd the GrounJ, 
And, with their Teeth, in Pieces tore 
A * fable Lamb 5 the reeking Gore 
Diftill'd into the Trench ; a Spell, 
To call the 3 Ihadowy Ghofts from Hell, 
And faithful 4 Anfwers to compell ! 

Thither they brought two Images,, 
Of Wool was one j the other lefs. 
Of Wax ; the Woollen, large and tall. 
Severely fcourg*d the Waxen fmall ; 
Which, dreading Death by horrid Paifl^ 
Suppliant for Pity pra/d ki vain. 

This 



} 
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TTjis Beldam calls on Hecate^ 
And That on dire Tijiphone. 
5 Snakes too and Hell-hounds might be feen ; 
To fliun which Sight, with modeft Mien,. 
The Moon, retiring, made a Gloom, 
Skulking behind a fpacious Tomb. 

May Ravens mute upon my Head, 
And Julius^ and fuch Scoundrels, fpread 
Their Ordure round me, if I lye I 
But Time would fail me, fhould I try 
Each Prank to tell 5 how, fhrill or hoarfe. 
The Hags and Spcflres held Difcourfe 5 
Or how the Fangs of fpeckkd Snake, 
And a 6 Wolfs Beard, by Stealth,, they take> 
And bury ; how a magic Blaze 
On the fmall waxen Image preys i 
Or how, to their eternal Dread, 
I wreaked my Vengeance on their Head» 

Loud as a Bladder burfts afunder,. 
I rattled my pofterior Thunder. 
Strait to the Town they fled away ; 
What Mirth muft rife at fuch Difmay I 
Her borrowed Teeth CanuUa loft. 
And Sagana no more could boaft 
Her Tower of Hair j from off their Arms 
Th' enchanted Bracelets dropp'd ; the Charms 
And Spells lay fruitlefs on the Ground 5 
Their Herbs were fcatter'd all around. 

NOTES* 
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NOTES. 

Ji/!aeenas had made Gardens on the Efquilian Hill, which 
was before uninhabited and unhealthy, on Account of 
the Graves with which it was filled, and the Bones 
which covered it. Horace \% glad of an Occaiion to fpeak 
of thefe Gardens, and of the Plcafure they gave the^ Pub- 
lic. At the fame Time, it gives him an Opportunity of 
inveighing againfl the Witches Canidia and Sagana, and 
of defcribing their Pranks every Night in that Place. 

But this is not his only End : His principal Defign is ' 
to mock the idle Superftition of the Romans, and their 
Bigotry for Idols, whom they adored as true Gods. He 
treats this Subjeft with great Wit and Delicacy. For he 
does not attack thefe Idols like a dry Philofopher, who 
deduces his Principles from the firlt Caufes, and by a 
long Detail of Realbning, but like a philoibphic Courtier, 
who knows, that in Cafes of this Nature Ridicule is more 
prevalent than the clofeft Syllogifms. Dacier. 

Perhaps the Reafoning which Dacier here makes Ufc 
of might be turned againft the Superftition of the Papifts, 
if we put Images for Idols, And, if his Argument be jull, 
it will hold in favour of the Irony and ftrong Railleries, 
employed by Ttihffon, and other Proteftant Divines^ 
againft their Abfurdities. 

1 ■ nigra fuccinSam *vadere palld 
Canidiam,'] 

Canidia and Sagana are the fame of whom he fpeaks in 
Book V. Ode 5. Caaidia walks with her Robe tucked up^ 
her Feet bare, and her Hair difticvelled : As Oa;i</ defcribes 
Medea I 

Egreditur ttSis 'vefies induia rednQas^ 

Huda pedem^ nudos bumeros infufa capi/lit^ 

■ her Anch?s bare, 

Her Garments clofcly girt, and loofe her Hair. 
The only Difference is, that Medea we^r^ her Robe Ifloic: 
But it may be faid, that Canidia only tucked it up to walk 
more conveniently. Dacier. 

2 Puliam agnam.l They always offered black Vi6Hm^ 
to the infernal Gods. Thus Medta, in Ovids 

\ — — cuUrot 
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I ' cultroj in gutiura velleris atri 
Conjecit* 



ut indt 



Manes elicerettt.'\ There was nothing of which the 
Ghofts were fo fond as Blood. Ulyjfes^ in Hcmer, is obliged 
'to draw his Sword to keep off the Ghofts, and to hinder 
them fiom drinking the Blood which he had poured into 
the Trench for ^irefias. They could neither foretell 
future Events, nor anfwcr Queftions, 'till they had firft 
tailed this Blood. 

We fee clearly, by this Paffage, that the Manes are na- 
thing but the Souls of the Deceafed. 

^ ■ anhnas refponfa daturas."] TheEnchantwients 

by which the Ghofts wer? raifed, in order to know from 
them what ihould happen, were in Ufe long before Homer, 
We fee, in the firft Book of Samuel^ that Saul confults 
the Witch of Endor, who, by her Enchantments, calls up 
the Ghoft of Samuel. And Saul lived at leaft three hun- 
dred and fifty Years before Homer, as it would be eafy to 
prove. Dacier. 

5 — Serpentes aique *videres 
Infernas errare canes S] The Serpents proclaimed the 

Approach of Itfiphone, and the HeU-bounds that o^ Hecate • 

Thus f^irgil, on the like Occafion: 

■ fvifieque canes ululare per umbramy 

Adnjetttante Ded. * JEn, VI. 257, 

And howling Dogs in glimmering Light advance. 
Ere Hecat came. Dryd£n» 

5 _-_ lupi barham *varia cum dente colubrde,'] 
Inftead of hiding in the Ground a Wolf's Beard and a 
Snake's ToGth^ as here in Horace, Sbakejpetir^s Witches, in 
Macbeth, are luppofed to throw into their enchanted 
Cauldron, among other Ingredients, a Wolf's Toetb and 
fi Snake's Fiilet. See AA IV. Scene I. 
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S A T I R E IX. . 

Modernized byW ILLIAM CowPER, E/qi 
The Defcription of an Impertinent. 

I CAuntering along the Street, one Day, 

On Trifles mufing by the Way, 
Up fteps a free familiar Wight, 
(I fcarcely knew the Man by Sight) 
*' Carlos^ (he cry'd,) your Hand, my Dear! 
" Gad ! I rejoice to meet you here \ 
*' Pray Heaven I fee you well 1" — * So, fo, ^ 

* E*en well enough as Times now go ; ; ^ 

* The fame good Wifties, Sir, to you !' J 
Finding he ftill purfuM me clofe, 

' Sir, you have Bufmcfs, I fuppofe 5^— 
*' My Bufinefs, Sir, is quickly done, 
*^ 'Tis but to make my Merit knowli ;— 
•' Sir, I have read" — ' O learned Sir ! 
' You, and your Reading, I revere,* 
Then, fweating with Anxiety, 
And fadly longing to be free, 
Gods ! how I fcamper'd, fcuffled for*t,. 
Ran, halted, ran again, ftopp'd fhort, 
Beckon'd my Boy^ and pull'd him near. 
And whifper'd — nothing in his Ear. 

Teas'd with his loofe unjointed Chat — 
" What Street is this ? Whofe Houfe is that ?" 

O Harlow ! 
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O Harlow ! how I cnvy'd thee 

Thy unabalh'd Effrontery, 

Who dar*ft a Foe with Freedom blame. 

And call a Coxcomb by his Name ! 

When I retum'd him Anfwer none. 
Obligingly the Fool ran on — 
** I fee you're difmally diftrefs'd, 
•« Would give the World to be releas'd, 
" But, by your Leave, Sir 1 I (hall ftill 
** Stick to your Skirts, do what you will— 
** Pray which Way does your Journey tend V* 

* O ! 'tis a tedious Way, my Friend — 

* Acrofs the Thamesy the Lord knows where, 

* I would not trouble you fo far.* 

" Well, I'm at Leifure to attend you" — 

Are you ? (thought I) the De'l befriend you !— 

No Afs with double Panniers rack'd, 
Opprefs'd, o'erladen, broken-back'd. 
E'er look'd a thoufandth Part fo dull 
As I, nor half fo like a Fool. 
** Sir, I know little of myfelf, 
(Proceeds the pert conceited Elf) 
** If Gray or Mafon you will deem 
*« Than I, more worthy your Efteem. 
** Poems I write by Folios^ 
•* As faft as other Men write Profe. 
•' Then I can fing fo loud, fo clear \ 
*• That Biard cannot with Me compare \ 

«Ia 
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** In Dancing too I all furpafs, 

*« Not Cooke can move with fuch a Grace"—* 

Here I made fhift, with much ado. 
To interpofe a Word or two— 

* Have you no Parents, Sir ? No Friends, 

* Whofe Welfare on your own depends ? 
*' Parents, Relations fay you ?— No— 
" They're all difpos'd of long ago"— 

* Happy ! to be no more perplex'd ! 

* My Fate too threatens ; I go next. 

* Difpatch me, Sir ! 'Tis now too late, 
'Alas ! to ftruggle with my Fate : 

* Well ! Fm convinced my Time is come j 
' When young, a Gipfy told my Doom ; 

* The Beldam fhook her palfy'd Head, 

* As flie perus'd my Palm, and faid— 
^^' Of Poifons, Peftilence, or War, 

" Gout, Stone, Defluxion, or Catarrh, 
** You have no Reafon to beware. 
'* Beware the Coxcomb's idle Prate, 
*' Chiefly, my Son, beware of that ; 
*« Be fure, when you behold him, fly 
" Out of all Ear-fhot, or you die." 

To Rufus' Hall we now drew near. 
Where he was fummon'd to appear, 
Refute the Charge the Plaintiff brought, 
Or fuffer Judgment by Default. 

«Fo^ 



} 
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** For Heaven's Sake, if you love me, wait 
'' One Moment; Pll attend you ftrait" — 
Glad of a pi a ufible Pretence — 

* Sir ! I muft beg you to difpenfe 

* With my Attendance in the Court ; 

* My Legs will furely fuffer for't* — 

'*' Nay, pr'ythce, Carlos^ flop awhile*'-— 

* Faith, Sir, in Law I have no Skill ^ 

* Befides, I have no Time to fpare, 

* I muft be going you know where'-— 
^' Well, I proteft, I'm doubtful now, 
*' Whether to leave my Suit or you" — 
« Me, without Scruple,' I reply — 

« Me, by all means, Sir !' — " No ! not I — 
*^ Allons^ Monfieur r'—^Twtxe vain, you know. 
To ftrive with a viftorious Foe j 
So I reluftantly obey. 
And follow where he leads the Way. 
^' You and Newcajile are fo clofe, 
« Still Hand and Glove, Sir, I fuppofe" — 

* Newcajile^ let me tell you. Sir, 

* Has not his Equal every- where* — 

*^ JWell ! there indeed your Fortune's made ; 
*^ Faith, Sir, you underftand your Trade. 
*' Would you but give me your good Word> 
'* Juft introduce me to my Lord— - 
•' I fhould ferve charmingly, by way 
** X)i fecond Fiddle^ as they fay— 

« What 
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«« What think you. Sir? — 'twere a good Jeft^ 
*' 'Slife ! we fliould quickly fcout the reft,'* 

* * Sir, you miftake the Matter far — 

* We have no fecond Fiddles there— 

* Richer than I, fome Folks may be ; 

* More learned 5 but it hurts not Me ; 

* Friends though he has of different Kind, 

* Each has his proper Place aflign'd' — 

" Strange Matters thefe alleg'd by you !" 

* Strange they may be, but they are true/ 
** Well ! then I vow ^tis mighty clever; 
*^ Now I long ten Times more than ever 
'^ To be advanc'd extremely near 

*' One of his Ihining Charader/* 

* Have but the Will, there wants no more 5 

* *Tis plain enough you have the Power, 
' His eafy Temper (that's the worft) 

< He knows, and fo is fhy at firft : 

* But fuch a. Cavalier as you ! 

* Lord, Sir ! you'll quickly bring him to'— 

*' Well— if I fail in my Defign, 
** Sir, it (hall be no Fault of mine ; 
*^ If by the faucy fervile Tribe 
" Deny'd, what think you of a Bribe ? 
'^ Shut out To-day, not die with Sorrow, 
** But try my Luck again To-morrow — 
*< Never attqm.pt to vifit him, 
*^ But at the nioft convenient Time 5 

^ Attcnl 
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«* Attend him on each Levee Day, 

** And there my humble Duty pay. 

*' Labour, like this, our Want fuppHes ; 

*' And they muft ftoop, who mean to rife." 

While thus he wittily harangu'd, 

(For which you'll guefs I wilh'd him hang'd) 

Campley^ 2l Friend of mine, came by. 

Who knew his Humour more than I— -^ 

We flop, falute : — * And, why fo faft, 

« Friend Carlos? — whither all this Hafte?* 

Fir'd at the Thoughts of a Reprieve, 

I pinch him, pull him, twitch his Sleeve, 

Nod, beckon, bite my Lips, wink, pout. 

Do every thing, but fpeak plain out — 

While he, fad Dog ! from the Beginning 

Determined to miftake my Meaning, 

Inftead of pitying my Curfe, 

By jeering made it ten times worfe — 

* Campleyy what Secret, pray, was that, 
* You wanted to communicate ?* — 
** I recolleft, but 'tis no matter ; 
<* Carlos ! we'll talk of that herea'ter — 
«< E'en let the Secret reft ; 'twill tell 
•< Another Time, Sir,^ juft as well." 

Was ever fuch a difmal Day ? 
Unlucky Cur ! he fteals away. 
And leaves me, half bereft of Life, 
At Mercy of the Butcher's Knife — 

When, 
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Whej!i, fudden, fhouting from afar. 
See his Antagonift appear ! 
The Bailiff feiz'd him, quick as Thought, 
*' Ho ! Mr. Scoundrel, are you caught ! 
" Sir 1 you are Witnefs to th* Arreft." — 
* Aye ! marry. Sir, Til do my beft/ — 
The Mob huzzas — away they trudge. 
Culprit and all, before the Judge j 
Mean-while I, luckily enough, 
(Thapks to Jpollo^) got clear off. 

NOTES. 

1 Ibam, &c.] The Defign of Horace in his Satires is to 
lay down Precepts to form the Manners, and to diflin- 
guilh Virtue and Vice. But as mere Precepts muft necef- 
farily have a Drynefs in them, which is apt to tire the 
deader, Horace chufes to inftruft by Figures, There is 
nothing fo difficult, and at the fame Time fo ufeful, as 
to propofe Images and Charafters, which, being prefentcd 
to the Eye, kindle in the Heart the Love of Virtue, and 
the Hatred of Vice. PerJiuSf in his fifth Satire, ver. 37, 
very juftly calls this 'Rvltt faUere filers s 

m tunc fallere filers 

Appojita intortos extendit regula mores. 

Then thy ftrait Rule fet Virtue in my Sight ; 
The crooked Line reforming by the right. 

Dry»en. 
He means, that Cormttut had inftru6^ed him by Exam* 
pies. Tbe9phraftus was the Inventor of this Kind of Writ- 
ing, or purfued the Idea which he had drawn from Homer, 
However, he is the firft who has exemplified thefe Rules 
in the Fragment which he has left, entitled, CbaraSers* 
£at Hfiraci excells him in the Figure he has here drawn 

of 
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of an Impertinent. It is perfed in it^ Kind » both withRe- 
gard to thcfLikenefs knd tlie Height of the Colouring. 
Dacier. 

% ■ ' i ifomus bdc nee purior ulla ejt, 

Nee ntagis his aliena malts, "] 

In the Houfes of the Great every thing isufually carried 
by Cabal and Party, Their Domeftics and Favourites 
generally get fuch an Afcendant over their Minds, that 
they warp their Efteem and Ftiendftiip at their Plealurc. 
Macenas did not fuffer himfelf to be thus governed. He 
faw with his own Eyes, judged of every thing himfelf, 
and valued every Man according to his Merit, f^irgil did 
not prejudice Horace in his Efteem, nor Horace Varius or 
FirgiL Every one held the Rank which he deferved— £^ 
locus unicuiquefuus* Dacie^. 



SATIRE X. 

By Mr, J. DuNcoMfeE. 

Hejuftifies the Opinion he had given of Lvci" 
LI us, and lays downfome excellent Rules for 
writing Satire. 

» T Said, 'tis true, LuctUus^ Lines were rough. 
And what Admirer has he weak enough 
To contradia it ? But with genuine Wit 
His Satires, as I freely own'd, were writ. 
Yet though I grant him a due Share of Praifei 
I never thought Perfeftion crown*d his Lays. 
I, for their a Beauty, might as well pretend 
Your Pantomimes, Lahrius^ to commend. 

'Tis 
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•Tis not enough that we yeur Poems read 
WithLaughter, though fome Merit this may plead ; 
For Brevity and Smoothnefs we require ; 
Words harfli, or ufelefs, foon our Ears will tire. 
Be ferious now, and now jocofe your Strain, 
The Bard and Orator by Turns fuftain. 
Or, like a Courtier, with the fubtleft Skill, 
Of Words be fparing, and your Strength conceal. 
Well-feafon'd Irony will" oft prevail. 
When ftern Rebukes and ftrongeft Reafonings fail. 

The Writers of the ancient Comic Lay 
In this e>:ccll, and point us out the Way. 
Though fair Hermogenes has never read 
Their Works, nor that milhapenBard,whofeHead 
Is fill'd with Caivus' and Catullus^ Lines, 

* But Piaifc Luciltm merits, fmce he joins 

* Gr^^i Words with Z.^//;/.' Do you think that hard. 
Pedantic Fools ! which by the Rhodian Bard 
Was pradtis'd ? * But (you cry) more fweetly flows 

* That vary'd Metre which bothTongues compofc, 

* Like rough Falernian in a Chian Cafk.' 
Well, fince you Verfes write, I fain would afk, 
3 Were you retain'd to plead Petillius' Caufe, 
Would you in foreign Phrafe enforce the Laws ; 
Though born at Romc^ the Roman Tongue refufe. 
And rather the Canuftan Jargon ufe, 

While Pedius and Corvbius ably ftrove, 
Your Plea in pureft Language to difprovc ? 
Vol. in. F When 
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When I in Grecian Numbers thought to write, 
\y born in Latium ; at the Dead of Night, 
When Dreams are real, Romulus^ difclos'd 
To View, my rafli Intention thus oppos'd : 
< Who to the Wood fends Timber is lefs mad 
* Than he, who to the Gredan Bards would add.' 

Hence, while the chryftal Current of the Rhint 
jllpinus ftains with many a turgid Line, 
And ftabs his Memnorty I fuch fportive Verfe 
At Leifure write, as I would ne'er rehearfe 
Where Tarpa judges ; nor, the People's Ears 
To charm, repeat in crowded Theatres. 

Fundamusy you alone of all the Tribe 
Of Moderns, can in comic Scenes defcribe 
A crafty Slave or Harlot. PMio fings, 
In bold Iambic Lays, the Deeds of Kings, 
Who can like Varius foar to Epic Heights ? 
4 The Mufe, which in the Sylvan Scene delightSj 
Gives 5 Eafe and Elegance to FirgiPs Strain. 
Satire rematn'd, by Farro try'd in vain. 
And many more, whom though I could outvye, 
I to th' Inventor yield ; nor would I try 
To tear the Ivy Garland from his Head, 
Worn with fuch juft Applaufes. But I faid^ 
That rough and turbid was Lucilius^ Lay, 
And oft chufe lefs than I fhould throw away* 
Say, does great Homer always merit Praife ? 
Did not Lucilius alter Attius^ Plays ? 

i^Has 
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^ Has he not various Faults inEnmus foand. 
Yet grants as great in his own Lines abound i 
And may not we with equal Reafon aflc. 
Whether the Hardnefs of the Poet's Taflc^ 
Or Want of Care, produc'd fuch rugged Strains ? 
Who thinks that Verfe is finifli'd, which contains 
Six Feet, may write two hundred Lines^ before 
He dines, and afterwards as many more : 
Like Ttifcan Cajftus^ whofe Invention flows ^ - 

Swift as a Flood ; of whom the Story goes. 
That his own Writings form'd his funeral Pile. 
Grant then Lucilius witty, grant his Style 
Much more correal than his, the Way who led 
Thro'Paths, where Grm^wi never dar'd to tread. 
Or than our ancient Bards, yet I'll engage. 
That had his Life been lengthened to this Age, 
Superfluous Lines he would have prun'd away. 
Nor fpar'd one ufelefs, ornamental Lay, 
But oft, while, loft in Thought, he Verfes writ. 
His Head he would have fcratch'd, his Nails have 
bit, 
7 Employ a Spunge, and write with Care again 
What merits to be read, nor wifli your Strain 
Should charm all Readers ; be content with feWi 
Would you expofe your Verfes to the View 
Of paltry Schools ? Not fo would I — My Care 
Is only t9 delight th* Equeftrian £ar» 

F % Thw 
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Thus prais*d by few, tho* by the Vulgar fcorn'd, 
Their ScofFs ^ Arhufcula with Scoffs return'd. 

Shall low Pi^ntilius Sneers my Spleen provoke. 
Or, abfent, {hall I dread Demetrius^ Joke, 
With Slander fraught ; or let Tigelllui Gueft, 
Dull FanniuSj wi:h his Scandal break my Reft ? 

Let 9 Plotius^ FarluSy Virgil^ lo Valgias praife. 
And good " * Ocfcvius but approve my Lays, 
Macenas and " the Vtjci let me name. 
With ^^Fufcus ; and without caballing claim 
Thy Friendfhip, ^^PolUo ; 15 candid Furnius^ thine ; 
To thefe the two >6 Mejfalas let me join. 
With »7 Servius^ >8 Bibulus ; nor need I dwell 
On many more, who equally excell 
In Friendfhip and in Learning ; Men like thefe " 
I wilh my Strains, fuch as they are, may pleafe. 
And grieve whene'er my Wifhes are o'erthrown. 
Their Lines to female Ears, in whining Tone, 
Demetrius and Tigellius may recite. 

Go, Boy, and in my Book thefe Verfes write. 

NOTES. 

Luctltus bad at Kome^ in the Time of Au^uftus^ many 
Admirersy who were very extravagantly fo ; on which 
Account, the Liberty which Horace had taken, in his 
fourth" Satire, of ccnfuring his Satires as hanli and ob- 
fcure, had given great Offence ; for moft Pec pie are very 
unwilling to give up Opinions they have once embracecl. 
This gave Occafion to Horaa^s Enemies to fay, that he 

ceniured 



I 
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cenfured Lucilius through Envy, and in order to exalt 
hiinlelf above him. 

Horaccy being informed of this Report, compofed this 
Satire to maintain his former Judgment j which he p r- 
forms with much Force and Addre/s. Bt refutes the 
Opinion of tiioie Bigots, who thought that the S itii es 
ot Lucilius were perfect, becaufe they excited Lau^htt-r : 
He fhows, that a Fitce may perhaps have this Qua lily, 
and yet be, in o h r.KefpeCts, full of FauJLs: He points 
out the principal Qualities it ought to have, to be ei- 
teemed perfeil:, and (hows hereby the Dilftrcnce between 
the Beautiful and the Agreeable 

After this. he attacks the Keafons that the Admirers 
of Lucilius gave for their fafte, ai)d proves their Ab- 
furdity. He excufes the Liberty he has taken, by the 
Example of Lualius himfelf, who had ccniured many 
things in ihe Works of Atfius and Ennius, and by the 
E^xample ot tHofc who have found Faults in Homery with- 
out pretending to place themfelves above him. 

Dacier, 

' .1 ■ ' incorni)o/t!o dixi pede currer^ fverfus.l This was 

in his fourth Satire, w-ere he fays, 

■ ■ durus componere *verjuty 
and 

Cumflueref lutulentusy erat quod toUere ^velles* 

a ' ■ " ■ ut pulchra poemata.'] Every thing which is 

agreeable is not therefore beautiful -^ for there is a great 
d€al of Difference between the Agreeable^ to >;^, and' the 
Beautiful y r6 xu\iV' Plato and Ar^flotU never confound 
them. The Ai^reeahle is that which gives u^ Plealiire, 
and this is the Qualitv of Fatttomimes and b'arces j but 
the Beautijul is that which is decefity exctiient, and worthy 
of bi^h Praifey which the Pantomimes can by no means 
deferve. And therefore they ought not to be Ityled 
pulchra poemata, D a c I E R . 

3 Dura tibi perafrenda ret ft caufa Petilli.'\ This is the 
fame Petillius whom he mentioned in the fourth Satire. 
He was accufc-d of having llolen a Crown of Gold from 
Jupiter's Status in the Capitol, but was acquitted by tiic 
Favour of Au^ujius. 

F 3 4 ^tf«- 
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4 — ^^ g&zitinfit nn Caswrue.l He TiVa Ti-riJ'i tiie 
Sjt'UAn, Itlufe^ on acc^uzr -f hla zcjifMss ^zA Ot:rg::t, 
'Ih:» if a Proof that this Sstire wi; wr: tf". b-sfcre the 
Afprarance of the JEmiJ. Tc; :"pc-i ;rc7«rl7, that 
Woi ■< W13 n'-? publifhsd *rll 2.fr-r the Ciitn cf »": -/■*'• 
No Hrt of i? hz'l b^*n fc-n '-r.cer i*a ^Va-'s -.ir.-.h Con- 
(uifnip. For wliile that Prinre tth in ^rii;: he vrrcte to 
/ jV^i/, dcfflng hirr. to :"cad hicithe £ni ;k'trr, cr rough 
Draught, ot that Po<ni, or at !;aft fornc Sp-::r.-fn ct .r.' 
Viryii dtciir.^d co.-n plying witfi h's Re que it": But -. good 
whiic afteiMard? he read to hira the iccor. J, f-urth, snd 
lixt.i Bockj. Now A7rjj7 died Jix Vears r.fter this ninth 
Ccrifj;ih!p. It clcar!y sppezrs from her.ce, thit H^raca 
^ad net fctn the ^mzd whsn he wicte this Satire. Kc 
theft fore «To:e it befcrc he was forty-cne Years old, 
tiz. h^VAttn the Year of i?:«/7i5, vr.en the Gecrguf 
ytiTS nii'iitcd, and the Year 7x3. This ii ail that can 
be kr.owa with Certaitt)- conc^msr.g the Date of this 
Piece. For it i< iinpoflzb!e to date it more precisely. 

Dacier. 

From t'-e j?th Verfe, in which the Temple of Jfoila 
faiotint :s rr.er.tiot.ed, CaitJcH pro%-es that this Satire 
m-ift h'.vt l'ee:i com^ofcd in ttie Year 7x7, or 718, be- 
f aar-; that Tcrr/jt was net dedicated bcfcre 716. 

5 . ■ m^IU A-'qiufacetum 

Virpili'i Gnnutrunt,\ Horatt here jufUy declareSr that 
til* ruirl M'lfti have appropriated to f^trgil their Ele- 
g net and iweelnts j who, a? he copied Itetcritus in his 
iJ'X'.^x), has rrr.ir.uled him aifo in his Siiccef* ; for, if 
VI <. except C^.ipturciuj, an obfcure Author of the lower 
/t^'», I kiiow not that a dngle PafVorsl was written after 
L.tn hy any i'ott ytiil the Revival of Literature. 

Warton. 

6 Ncft ridet <vtrfus Enns gravitati mincres H Eunims was 
one of the greatcft Poets that Rome ever had. He wrote 
In', AnnaUin Hexameter'y of which there are ftill fome 
W;ii»tiful Fragments left. He wrote alfo an Heroic Poem, 
in Trofhau Verie, in Honour oi Scipto jlfiicamts, 

'J he following fine Fragment is taken from that 

Wofk: 

Man Jus 
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Mundm call <vapus coaftitit JiUuti9^ 
Et Neptunus fieiius UMcfts ajperis paufaM detUt « 
Sol iQuij itir reprejfit uMgulis fvalantibus t 
Conjiitere amnes paennts \ arbor ei *uento vacant • 
The vaft Machine of Heaven in Siknce ftood. 
And cruel Stptune calm'd his raging Flood ; 
The Sun reftrain'd his flying Chariot's Force j 
The Trees their Quivering ftopp'd, th* eternal 
Streams their Courfe. 

There is fo much Strength and Beauty in thefe Lines, 
M juftiiies the Opinion tbMt Lucrttitts has given of his 
Works> when he fays of him j 

primus amano 
DeluUt ex Helicone peren/ii frovdt ceronam. 
on whofeBrow 
The firft and fre(heft Crowns of Laurel grow 
That ever learned Itafy could ihow. Creech. 

< S^intiiiatt h2is given a Character of him no lefs jufi: 
than noble i Emutm ficui facros 'veiuftate lucos adaremusy 
in quibus grandli et anliqua rabora jam non t ant am babent 

Jheciemy qua?itam reU^ionem. * We fliould efteem Ennius as 
•we do thofe Groves, that arc made venerable by An- 
* tiqiiity, in which the tall and aged Oaks have more 
< religious Aw« than Beauty,^ 

7 Sapejf\lum 'ver/as.'l The Ancients wrote upon their 
Tablets with Steel Pens, made alnoft like he Pencils 
that we ufe for our Pocket- Books, (harp at one Kad, 
and flat at the other. The ilat Part ierved to enace 
what had been written. 

7 ■ explofa Arbufcula,'\ Arbufcula was a. celebrated 

A&rcfs at that Time. Aiticus, writing to Cicero^ aiks 
him if Arbufcula had performed her Part well in the An* 
dromacbe of Ennius ^ which was then a6ting. Cicero an- 
fwers, Stuarts nunc de Arbufcula. Vaide placuit* 

Thefe Lines are happily imitated by the Earl of 
Kocbefitr t 

Can'ft thou be fuch a vain miftaken thing 

To wi(h thy Works may make a Play-houfe ring ? 

F 4 Not 
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J 



Not I : I've no Ambition on that Score, 

But fay with Betty Morris heretofore, 

When a Court Lady calPd her Buckhurjf's Whore, 

* I pleafe one Man of Wit, am proud on't too j 

* Let all the Coxcombs dance to Bed to you.* 



9 Plotius Tucca is the fame who was mentioned in the 
fifth Satire. 

10 Tifus raf^iusy to whom he addreffed the ninth Ode 
of the fecond Book. 

Ji • ■ Oi^a'vius.^ An excellent Poet and Hiftorian. 
He died iUddenly at Dinntr in a violent Paflion. 

12 f^ifcorum — uterque.'] The two Sons of fibhs 

Vifcus^ a Koman Knight, who was highly cfteemed by 

13 Vufnis,'\ Arijiius Fufcusy to whom he r^ddrefT-d the 
twenty feco^id Ode of the fiift Book, and the tenth 
Epiltle of the iirft Book. 

14. Poliio,] C. Afmius Poliio, a great Poet, Orator, Hi- 
florian, and General. See the Notes on Ode I. Book II. 

15 cunftde Furni.'] This is the fame Furnius 

who was Conful lome Years after with L. J anus Silanus^ 
to whom .ucro wrote two Letters that art ftill extant. 
See bis tenth Book 

16 Mtjfala.'i Mtjfila CorvinuSj who, had all the 

Endowments of the Head and Heart. See Book III. 
Ode XXI. 

17 Servi.'i The Son of Ser<vius Sulpicius, to whom 
Ciaro addreffed fome Letters. 

18 Bibule,'] This was perhaps the Son of that 
Bibuiusy who was Conful with Julius cJfar in the Year of 
Rome 695. 

T'be End of tJbe F ikst Book. 
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SAT I R E I. 

Horace and Tre bat ius. 
By Mr. J. Duncombe. 

He ajks the Opinion of Trebatius, an eminent 
Lawyer^ whether be ought to forbear wri- 
ting Satire. 

Horace. 

TO feme my Verfes feem, as I am told^ 
Beyond the Laws of modeft Satire bold; 
That Strength and Nerves are wanting, 
others fay ; 
* A Maa may write a thoufand fuch a Day/ 

Your 
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Your Thoughts, TrehatiuSy freely give. 
Tkebatius. 

Abftain, 
I fay, from writing. 

Horace. 

Not indulge my Vein ? 
Trebatius. 
No. 

Horace. 
By the Gods, your Counfel, it were beft 
To take ; but then at Night I cannot reft. 

Trebatiits, ' 
Let thofe, who wifli to fleep profoundly, » fwinn 
With Oil anointed, thrice o'er Tiber's Stream, 
Or foak their Clay with Bumpers every Night ; 
But if, whatever 1 fay, you ftill mnft write. 
Boldly tdieatfe viftorious Cafar's Praife, 
Afiur'd that defar wiU reward your Lays. 

Horace* 
The Power, not Wttl, is wanting. It demands 
A Mafter's Skill to paint our warlBac Bands> 
In dread Array ; on broken Srpears the Gaul 
Expiring ; and the wounded Parihiwi^ FftU» 

Tr EB at lu«. 
HiB Juftice then tod Mercy f^t to View, 
As wife Lucilius virtuous Scifk drew. 

fi R a C £• 
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Horace. 
With watchful Care Pll mark the lucky Hour, 
When, not o'erburthen'd with the Weight of 

Power, 
His vacant Ear indulgent he may turn ^ 
For every ralh Intruder he will fpurn, 

Trebatius. 
Far wifer this, and fafer, than by Name 
Buffoons and Spendthrifts loudly to proclaim. 
Thofe whom you fpare will hate you, or will dread. 

Horace. 
How fhould I aft ? » Millanius^ when his Head 
Is warm'd with Liquor, dances, * till he fee 
The doubling Luftres dance as well as he.* 
To curb the Steed was Cajfor^s chief Delight ; 
His Brother-Twin rejoic'd on Foot to fight. 
A thoufand Men a thoufand Paffions fway : 
I, on / ucilius* Model, form my Lay. 
The old Man's tattling Mufe, in faithful Song, 
Whatever he did or fuffer'd, right or wrong, 
Difclos'd to ail ; in his fatiric Lines 
His Life, as in a well- wrought Pifture, {hiiies* 
His Plan I trace^ 3 doubtful, if After-times 
Will deem th' Jpulian or Lucamtm Climes 
My native Soil ; fince our Venuftan Swains 
On both their Confines till th* adjoining Plains. 
ThithiSr frorti Rofney as ahcieht Story fay%, 
AGdoriy WacsiteHt'hiiRdrhitrt)^, n 

After 
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After the Samnites were expell'd, by Law 
Of Arms, to keep the bordering Realms in Awe,. 
Left fuch wide vacant Lands fhould Rome expofe 
To her Lucanian and Apulian Foes. 

Peace, 4 unprovok'd, my Mufe will facred keep; 
And my (heath'd Sword, till rous'd by Outrage* 

fleep. 
Why fliould I draw it, if no Thieves moleft ? 
"Jove^ King and Father ! grant me this Requeftj 
Rather let cankering Ruft devour my Blade, 
Than I one guiltlefs Character invade ! 

Peace is my Choice ; but he, who does me wrong,. 
Shall foon repent, the Theme of every Song. 
Cerum takes Vengeance with the fatal Urn ;^ 
With Drugs, Canidta v^ill Affronts return ; 
And ytt/?/V^, you'll confefs, has Harpy-Claws,. 
If Turius is your Foe, and tries your Caufe. 
Hence learn that cach,inform'd bylnftinft, knows,, 
With his own Arms, all Infults to oppofe. . 
Prepar'd by Nature for Defence or Fight, 
The Bull is taught to gore, the Wolf to bite. 
His long-liv*d Mother truft to Scava's Care — •• 

Tree at i u s. 
With impious Hand- to ftab her he'll not dare. 

Horace. [gores j 

»Tis true : The Bull ne'er bites, the Wolf ne'er 
Hemlock's her Paffport to the Stygian Shores. 

In 
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In fliort, fhould 5 y^^outftretch his lenient Hand* 
Or fpeedy Death his fable Wings expand. 
If iich, or poor, if banifh'd, or at Rome^ 
I ftili muft write, whatever be my Doom, 

Tre^atius. 
Alas! my Son, the dire Lvent I dread ; 
Some great Man's Slave will cut thy vital Thread. 

Horace. 
What ! when Lucilius boldly led the Way, 
The firft, the foremoft, in fatiric Lay, 
And from each Villain's Face the Vizor tore. 
Fair to the Sight, but rotten at the Core, 
Was Lalius in a Rage, or he*, whofe Name 
Rofe on the Ruins cf the Punic Name ? 
Did they repine, or of the righteous Strain 
That Lupus or Mctellus fcourg'd, cm plain? 
The bafe Patrician, and bafe vu -gar Crew, 
From Tribe to Tribe he ventur'd to purfue 5 
' To Virtue only, and her Friends a Friend ! ' — 
Yet Scipio and 6 wife Lal'tus would unbend 
Their Thou^^hts from Care, and lov'd with him to 
t::ftL', 

7 Retir'd from Crowds, a frugal fweet Repaft, 
Wbate'er 1 am j in Fortune, I ccnfefs. 
Beneath Lucilius^ and with Talents lefs, 
'8 ^wi;^ herfelf, though with Regret, muft own, 
I live among the Great with fome Renown ; 

* Scipio AJricanus, 

And 
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And 9 nibbling at my Name her Teeth will brealt* 
But, learn'd Trebatius^ I (hall gladly take 
Your better Counfel. 

Trebatius. 

I approve your Caufe ; 
'Yet know in Time the Rigour of the Laws : 
The Statute Penalties fevere ordains 
Againft all thofe who publifli wicked Strains^ 
Horace. 
I grant you lo routed^ but iuppofe the Lays 
Wctfgdod^ and honoured even with Qg/ar's Praile} 

TrBBAT 1 tJ Si 

Th» CaiSfc is alter'^J, if you give to View 
A Knave convift of Crimes you never knew. 
For tbt» the Judge will fraile, admit your Plea^. 
Difntifil the PlaintifPs Bill, and fet you free. 

N ipi m ■ 1^1. ^ 11 ■— r ii, ■■ ■■■■■ ■ I » 

NOTES. 

1 fer unSi 

Triuifninit§'Tttermf fvmno guUws eft opus ait9,'i •* 
It was natural for Trebatius to advife the Poet to favim 
thrice crofs the Tiber, t6 core the Want of Sleep, as the 
Advice, it feems, was peculiarly agreeable to his own 
Pra^ice and Character. Thus LtutOj in one of his 
Epiflles, * wonders, that, as he (Trebatiui) was fuch a 
• Louver of S^wimming^ he could not be p-evailed on to 
' fwim in the OcCwin."* Neque in Oceana naiare 'uoluiJH 
bofm fiudwfiffimus natandi. £p. Fam. vii. lo. Middla- 
■foN. 

1 Miihnius,'] An ancient Copy fpells this Word with a 
double /, which is followed by Sanaaon, This is juftified 
l)y the old monumental Iwfcnptions. 

3 Lucanu^ 
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5 Lucafius 4tn Appulus^ anceps^ &c.] Horace here hu- 
moroufly imitates the Manner of Luchius. Taken in 
any other Senie^ this will appear' a flat aiKi iniipid Di- 
grellion. San ado n« 

4 — Hicftjlus baudpetei uffrv 
^tmquam animantem.'\ 

The true Charadler of Horace* s ironic'al Applogy is 
to this Purpofe : ' Nature has given all Creatures the 
* Means of (iifence and Defence : The Wolf has Teeth, 
' th^ Bull has Horns, and I have a Talent for Satire.* 
And at the fame Time that he vindicates his Claim to 
this his natural Weapon, Satire, he (hows its moral Ufe \ 
it was to p^j>oie to the noxious Qualities which Naturt 
had given CeriAus i'oc in/ormiae, Coj^tdia iov pcifo'ningy and 
Tiirius for p't^ng Sehtihci. The Turn of this luthcrcwkf 
Argumcntatidn is fine' and delicate. Warburtc/n. 

5 _.«:i:^ ^ett me trariquUlafeneBtts,'] H^ate waif thcil 
about Forty-four. 

6 ■ mitts fapUntia J.^lt,] Lalius was ftjrna* 
xned the IVife^ arid is'oft^h nitrifioh^d by Ciiefb with Ap- 
jpl-iufe. 

7',—; -« efi/itnSlu'] U^tth their Robes ttngirf^ or in 

DifbabH'e\ but I think it is to be underrtood metapba-^ 
ricallj, 

8 Cum magnis 'vixijfe ift'vitafatebitUr ufqUe 
In'viciia.} 

To have pfeafed great Men, according to Ho^^acCf is a 
Praii'e ; but not to have flattered them, and yet not 
have difpleafed thferrij is a greater. Pope. 

9 Horace Here alludes tb the kn6Wn Fable' of the ftl6 
and the Viper. 

10 E/fd, fi qu'is mafa\ fed bond fi quisy &c.] He quib- 
bles on the Wor^l mata, tvichd. The Law underftands 
by it abu/ive', or defamatory ; hut he takes it for dUlt and 

JiufiJ^ without Art arid Sfirit. 



The 
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T^he Same Satire Imitated. 
By Air. Pope. 

. y^ \y I L L I A M.FO R T E S C U E, EJf* 

Poet. 
fyHERE are (Ifcarce can think it, but arti told) 
There are to whom mySatire ieems too bold : 
Scarce to wife Peter coniplaifant enough, 
And fomething faid of Ckartres much too roughs 
The Lines are weak, another's pleas'd to fay, 
Lord Fanny fpins a thoufand fuch a Day, 
Timorous by Nature, of the Rich in Awe, 
I com 3 to Counfel learned in the Law : 
You'll give me, like a Friend both fage and free, 
Advice \ and (as you ufe) without a Fee. 

Friend. 
I'd write no more. 

Poet. 
Not write ! But then I think ; 
And for my Soul I cannot fleep a Wink. 
I nod in Company, I wake at Night, 
Fools rufli into my Head, and fo 1 write. 

Friend. 
You could not do a worf,^ thing for your Life. 
Why, if the Nights fecm tedious, take a Wife : 

• Afterwards Mailer of the Rolls. 

Or 
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Or rather, truly, if your Point be Reft, 
Lettuce and Cowflip Wine ; Probatum eft. 
But talk with Celfm^ Celfus will advife 
Hartfhorn, or fomething that will clofe your Eyes. 
Or, i£you needs muft write, write Cafar*s Praife, 
You'll gain at kaft 2i Knighthood^ or tht Bays. 

Poet. 

What ! like Sir Richard^ rumbling, rough and 

fierce, [Verfe, 

With Arms, and George^ arid Brunfwick crowd the 

Rend with tremendous Sound your Ears afunder. 

With Gun, Drum, Trumpet, Blunderbufs, and 

Thunder ? 
Or nobly wild, with BudgeWs Fire and Force, 
Paint Angels trembling round his falling Horfe I 

Friend. 
Then all yourMufe's fofter Arts difplay. 
Let Carolina fmooth the tuneful Lay, 
Lull with Amelia^ liquid Name the Nine, 
And fweetly flow through all the Royal Line. 

Poet. 
Alas ! fewVerfes touch their nicer Ear; 
They fcarce can bear their Laureate twice a Year : 
And juftly Cafar fcorns the Poet's Lays \ 
It is to Hiftory he trufts for Praife. 

Friend. 
Better be Cihher^ I'll maintain it ftill. 
Than ridicule all Tafte, blafpheme Quadrille, 

Abufc 
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Abufe the City's bcft good Friends in Metre^ 
And laugh at Peers that put their Tnift in Piter s 
Ev'n thofe you touch not, hate you. 
Poet. 

What fliould ail them f 
Friend. 
A hundred Anart in Timm and in Balaam : 
The fewer ^ftill you name, you wound the more s 
Bond is but one, but Harpax is a Score. 

Poet. 
Each Mortal has his Pleafure ; none deny 
Scarfdale his Bottle, Darty his Ham-pye : 
JRidotia ftps and dances, till ihe fee 
The dQubling Luftres dance as well as (he : 

/?. loves the Senate, Hockley^bole his Brother, 

Like in all elfe as one Egg to another. 
I love to pour out all myfelf, as plain 
As downright Shippen^ or as old JHontagm : 
In them, as certain to be lov'd as feen. 
The Soul-ftood forth, nor kept aThought within $ 
In me what Spots (for Spots I have) appear. 
Wall prove at leaft the Medium muft be clear. 
In. this impartial Glafs, myMufe intends 
Fair to e^pofe myfelf, my Foes, my Friends % 
Publifli the prefent Age ; but where my Text 
Is Vice too high, referve it for the next : 
My Foea Ihall wiih my Life ;a longer Date, 
And every Friend the }e& lament my Fate. 

Uf 
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My Head and'Heart thus flowing thro* my QufU» 

Verfe-man orProfc-man,terni me which youwill» 

Papift or Proteftant, or both between. 

Like good Erafmus in an honeft Mean, 

In Moderation placing all my Glory, 

While Tories call me Whig, and Whigs a Tory* 

Satire's my Weapon, but I'm too difcrect 
To run a muck, and tilt at alM meet ; 
I only wear it in a Land of Ffeilors, 
Thieves, Supercargoes, Sharpers and Dire^ors. 
Save but our Army, and let Jove incruft 
Swords, Pikes, and Guns with everlafting Ruft ! 
Peace is my dear Delight — not Fleury\ nnwe i 
But touch me, and no Minifter fo fore« 
Whoe'er ofFends, at fome unlucky Time 
Slides intoVerfe, and hitches in a Rhyme, 
Sacred to Ridicule his whole Life long. 
And the fad Burthen of fome merry Song. 

Slander or Poifon dread from Delia\ Rage, 
'Hard Words or hanging, if your Judge be P<if^. 
Its proper.Power to hurt each Creature feels ; 
Bulls aim their Horns, and Afles lift their Heels; 
Tis a Bear's Talent not to kick, but hug ; 
And no Man wonders he's not ftung hy Pug, 
So drink with Walters^ or with Chartrts eat. 
They'll never poifon you, they'll ;only cheat. 

Then, learned Sir (to cut the Matter Ihort) 
Whate-er my Fate^ or ^cU or ill at Court, 

Whether 
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Whether Old Age, with faint but chearful Ray, 
Attends to gild the Evening of my Day, 
Or Death's black Wing already be difplay'd. 
To wrap me in the univerfal Shade ; 
Whether the darkened Room to mufe invite. 
Or whitened Wall provoke the Skewer to write ; 
In Durance, Exile, Bedlam^ or the Minty 
Like Lee or Budgell^ I will rhyme and print. 

Friend. 
Alas ! young Man, your Days can ne'er be long. 
In Flower of Age you perifli for a Song ; 
Plumbs and DireSors, Shylock and his Wife, 
Will club their Tellers, now, to take your Life ! 

Poet. 
* What ? arm'd forVirtue when I point the Pen, 
Brand the bold Front of fliamelefs guilty Men ; 
Dafh the proud Gamefter in his gilded Car; 
Bare the mean Heart that lurks beneath a Star; 
Can there be wanting, to defend her Caufe, 
Lights of tfi i Church, or Guardians of the Laws ? 
Could penfion'd Boileau lafh in honeft Strain 
Flatterers and Bigots even in Lewis* Reign ? 
Could Laureate Dryden Pimp and Fryar engage. 
And neither Charles nor yames be in a Rage ? 
And I not ftrip the Gilding off a Knave, 
Unplaced, unpenfion'd, no Man's Heir, or Slave ? 

• What follows is not only fuperior to Horace, but 
equal to any thing in himfelf. WaR9urton. 

I will, 
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I will, or peri(h in the generous Caufe : 
Hear this, and tremble, you, wbo'fcaptf the Laws ! 
Yea, wiiile I live, no rich or noble Knave 
Shall walk in Peace and Credit to his Grave. 
To Virtue only and her Friends a Friend, 
The World befide may murmur, or commend. 
Know, all the difbint Din that World can keep. 
Roll* e'er my Grotto, and but fooths my Sleep, 
There, my Retreat the beft Companions grace. 
Chiefs out of W^, and Statefmeh out of Place': 
There St. J^n mingles with my friendly Bowl 
The Fcaft of Reafon and the Flow of Soul : 
And He*, whofeLightning picrc'd ih'Iherta^iLines^ 
Now forms myQuincunx, and now ranks my Vines, 
Or tames the Genius of the ftubborn Plain 
Atmeft as quickly as he conquered Spain, 

Envy maft ewfi, I Hve among the Great, 
No Pimp of Pleafure^ and no Spy of State, 
With Eyes that pry not,Tongue that ne'er repeats. 
Fond to fpread Friendfliips, but to cover Heats ; 
To help who want, to forward who cxcell ; 
This, all who know me, know; who love me, tell ; 
And. who unknown defame me, let them be 
Scribblers or Peers, alike are Mob to me. 
This is my Plea, on this I reft my Caufe — 
What faith my Counfel, learned in the Laws ?' 

« Charles Nl^rdmm^ Earl cf Peterborough. Se« tlie Note 
on tht Itnitstion of Ode XII. Bo<^ U 

VoL,IIL G Friend. 
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Friend. 
Your Plea is good ; but ftill, I fay, beware ! 
Laws are explain'd by Men ; > — (o have a Care. 
It ftands on Record, that in Richard*s Times 
A Man was hang'd for very honeft Rhymes j 
Confult the Statute, quart, I think, it is, 
Edwardi fext. or prim, et quint. Eliz. 
See ^ Libels^ Satires ' — here you have it — read. 
Poet. 
Libeb and Satires! lawlefs things, indeed ! 
But grave EpijVes, bringing Vice to Light ! 
SucK as a King might read, a Bifhop write. 
Such as Sir Robert would approve — 
Friend. 

* Indeed ? 
The Cafe is altered —you may then proceed ; 
In fuch a Caufe the Plaintiff will be hks'd. 
My Lords the Judges laugh, arid you're difmifs'd, 

NOTE. 

• Solvenfur rifu iabuU,'] Some Critics tell .U8> it > is 
Want of Taile to put this Line in the Mouth of TrebA- 
lius. But our Poet confutes this Cenfure, by fliowing 
how well the Senfe of it agrees to his Friend's Chara^ef. 
The Lawyer is cautious and fearful ; hut as foon as Sir 
Robert^ the Patron both of Law and Gofpel, is haViied as 
approving them, he changes his Note, and, in the Lan- 
guage of old Plowden, owns, the Cafe is altered. Now, 
was it not as natural, when Horace had given a Hint that 
Au^ujlus himfelf fupported him, for Trebatius^ a Court 
Advocate, who had heen long a Client to him apd his 
Uncle, to confefs ibf Cafe was aliired? . Warburton. 

SATIRE 
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SATIRE II. 

On Frugalitv. 

By Mr, Duncombe, Senior. 

WHAT, and how great, the Benefits, that 
flow 
FromTcmperancc^here learn,rayFriends,withMc; 
(Tor 'tis not I, but good Ofellus fpeaks, 
Taught by pureNature, wife without the Schools) 
But come not to his Lefture, gorg'd with Food, 
From fplendid Tables and luxurious Fcafts, 
Where foolifh Pomp corrupts thejudgment's Eye ; 
But fafting come : Why fafting, you will fay? 
You ftrait fhall hear. Can any Judge, when brib'd. 
Sift out the Truth, and follow Rqafon's Lore ? 

< Go hunt,' he cry'd, * or rein th' unbroken Steed, 

* Ot Roman Arms, in mimic Warfare, wield : 

* But if, foft-train'd to Grecian Revelries, 

« You think this manly Exercife too hard, . 

' At » Tennis play, or hurl the mafly Bar ; 

* The pleafmg Sport will lefTen all your Toil. 

* When thus you have remov'd your fickly Qualms, 

* When hungry and a-thirft, fcorn fimple Fare j 

* Nor drink the harfli Falernian Wine, unlefe 

< With Aitic Honey mellow'd to the Tafte. 

< Your Butler is abroad ; the wintry Sea, 

* Black'jiing with Storais,defends itsTenant-Fifli; 

G 2 ' Yet 
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* Yet now with Bread and Salt you can allay 

* Your craving Appodte : What is the Caufe ? 

* 'Tis plain the Relifh from yourfelf proceeds, 

* And not from Meats high-flavour'd : But do You 

* Cook Dainties forYourfelf by Sweat and Toil. 

* The Man, with late Debauch fo puft*'d and pale, 

* Nor foreign Ortolans, Jior Turbots pleafe/ 

But, fpite of all I fay, I doubt, if now 
. A Peacock and a Pullet grac'd your Board, 
You would regale on thot^ and thu rejed, 
Mifled by Show. For the rare Bird is bought 
For a vaft Sum, and with its painted Tail 
Delights. What to the Purpofe this ? In Tafte 
It fcarce is equal to a common Fowl. 
You cannot eat the Feathers you admire. 
Nor docs it boaft thefe Honours in the Difli. 

Say, by what wondrous Ihftinft you difcern. 
Whether this Pike was in the River caught. 
Or in the Sea ; and if between the Bridges, 
Or near the Fountain of the ?"«/?«;/ Stream ? 

You fondly praifc a Mullet of three Pounds, 
Though cut in Pieces ere it can be ftcw'd. 
The outward Form of Things deceives the Mind. 
You hate fmallMuHets, Pikes when large; becaiife 
Nature has made theft large, and fmaller thofe. » 

• Give me,' the harpy -throated Glutton cries, • 

* 3 A mighty Turbot in a mighty Difli 1 ' — 
O may propitious South Winds taint his Food ! 
JBut why fhould I invoke their Aid ? Excefs 

Will, 
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Will, foon or late^ quite cloy his Appetite, 
And make the jBoar and Turbot, frtibly caught. 
Rank to hisTaft^ ; and then he muft repair 
To 4 acid Herbs and Radilh for Relief. 

Yet fome Remains of our old fimple Fare 
Are feen at ftately Banquets 5 there cheap Eggs 
And fable Olives ftill maintain a Place. 

Not many Years ago, of Luxury 
5 Gallonius was convi<3:ed, on his Board 
Becaufe a Sturgeon fmok'd. But did not then 
The Sea as many Turbots feed, as now ? 
But fafely in their watry Bed they flept ; 
Ami fafcly in her Neft the Stork reposM i 
*Till, longing to be Pnet^r^ Rufm firft 
Inftru£led you to cat this dainty Food. 
And even now, if any one will vouch, . 
That roafted Cormorants are excellent. 
Our Youth, foon warp'd to 111, will follow htm. 
And Cormorant will be the reigning Difh« 
Wide is the Difference, Ofellus thinks. 
Between a lavifli and a frugal Meal : 
Then with Difcretion in the Middle fteer, 
Care/ul to feun th' Extremes on either Handi 
Frugal, not mean i and free without Excefs^ 

Jvidienus^ who was ftyl'd the D(fgj 
And merited the Name, was wont to eat 
Olives of five Years old, -and Cornels wild ; 
Nor other Wine would for Libations grant 
Than what was eager ; and,whca ^ rob'd in white,, 

G 3 He 
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He ktpt his natal or his wedding Day, 
He from a Cruet, which contained a Quart, 
Diftill'd upon the Coleworts Oil fo rank, 
HisGuefts were almoft poifon'd with the Stench ; 
But plenteous pour'd the mothery Vinegar. 

What fort of Life fhould now the wifeMan chufe ? 
Here ftands Extravagance^ there Penury \ 
Frugality points out the middle Road j 
Bids him be neat, and yetProfufion fliun. 
He will not be fevere, like old Albutius^ 
Who to each Slave aflign*d his proper Poft, 
WhenGuefts he fummon'd j and,withoutRf morfe, 
Punifli'd the leaft Miftake : , Nor yet, like Nav;us^ 
So flovenly, to give them greafy Water. 
This a wide Error on the other Side, 

Now learn the various Bleffings that will flow 
From? Temperance: Ofthefe, the firft is Health, 
Refleft how fprightly were the Days of Youth, 
When on one Difh you could contented dine. 
But fmce, at once. Meat boil'd and roaft you mix, 
Shell-fifli and Fowls j the fweet and acid jar. 
And wretched Tumults in your Bowels raife ; 
Cold Phlegm, and Bile aduft, fermenting fhere. 
How pale, fromTreats luxurious, rife the Guefts I 
Nay, more ; the Body, heavy with the Load 
Of Yefternight's Debauch, 8 chains down to Earth 
That Particle of Breath divine, the Soul ! 

The temperate Man fnatches a frugal Meal, 
Rcfigns his weary Limbs to fweet Repofe, 

And 
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And rifes active to his daily Toil. 

Yet he can fometime^ take a chearful Glafs, 

When cii^^ling Years bring round a feftal Day, 

Or to invigorate hisf 9 feeble Form, 

Or when weak Age a milder Treatment claims. 

If now, while young and ftrong, you wafte your 

Days 
In Blandifhments, what Solace can you hope^ 
Opprefs'd with languid Health, or iiftlefs Years ? 

Our Fathers prais'd a tainted Boar ; and yet 
They had a Nofe. Their Meaning, as I guefs. 
Was tliis : They kept it 'till their Friends fhould 
come,^ [like. 

And (hare the Feafl:; nor would, Curmudgeon- 
Devour it by themfelv.es entire and fwcet. 
Oh ! that the vigorous Earth had brought me forth 
Among the Heroes of that golden Age ! 

Regarded thou JF^ime, which ought to footh theEar 
Beyond the fwecteft Verfe ? or know'ft thou not. 
That coftly Treats will hurt thy Charafter 
No lefs than thy Eftate ? Nay,, add to this, 
Thajt, by thy Children, Friends, and felf, accurs'd. 
Thou wilt not haye.a fingle Penny left. 
To buy a Cord, and end thy wretched Life ! * . 

* Why aye, 'tis right,' the wealthy Trafim cries, 

* Thus to rebuke the Man, whofe fmall Eftate 
« Will not fupport the Tabl? that he keeps. 

^ But what i^ this to Me, who. am poffefs'd 

♦ Of Wealth enough. tp: dignify a King ? ' 

G4 Indeed! 



y 
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Indeed ! why therefore doft thou not employ 
To Ends more noble that fuperfluous Wealth ? 
V/hilft thou art rich, why does one worthy Man 
Repine in Want ? Wherefore in Ruins lie 
The ancient Temples of the Gods ? Oh ! fay. 
Wretch as tliou art, ^o why doft thou not beftow 
Some Portion of thy Pelf to ferve thy Country ? 

What ! will kind fortune fmilc on thee alone. 
And never, never change ? Hereafter, thou, 
Scorn'd by thy Foes, flialt dearly rule thy Folly. 
Say, which is mofl: fecure, {hould Fortune fhrft^ 
The Man, who gratifies each Appetite, 
Pamper'd each Day in Body and in Mind ; 
Or he, who, bleft with little, feetis the worft. 
And prudently in Peace provides for War ? 

' But, by an Inftaace to confirm my Words^ 
Ofellus " 1 remember when a Boy, 
Who with tbe fraie Fmgalfty then liv'd 
In Att«ence, as now ihe *» lilacs miiic'id. 
You ftfU may (ee this fturdy Htsid^ who ploughs 
'I'hofc FiekU for Hire, of which he once was Lord \ 
And, as be work«, he thus accofts his Sons : 

* On commonDays I was content to dine 
' On a ftnok'd FHtch, wkh favoury Colcworts 
join'd. 

* But when a Fricfld, long abfent, came from far, 
« Or a kind Neighbour on a rainy Day," 

' And by foul Weather we wepe kept athome, 

* 13 1 fcaftcd them wi* homc-Jbiwi KJd and Fowl, 

* And 
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And not with Fifli from Rome. Grapes long 
' preferv'd, 

* Walnuts ^nd Figs adornM our fecond Courfe. 

* The Dinner o'er, with grateful Hearts we palA 

* To >4 C^es due Libations 5 and implor'd 

* Her Influence, to blefs the (pringing Com ; 

« Then chearly circled round the generous Bowl,: 

* And fmooth'd 6ur Wfinkltd Brows with Bacchus* 

.Gift : 

* Yet every Gueft was from Compulfian frcc^ 

< And TiTHtpiranci Ytign^di foleMiftrcfsoftheFcirft* 
^ Let Fortune frown, and fartberTumults raUe^ 

* Ffctti Me how little can (he take ? Hare I, 

* My Boys, liv'd worfe, or areyourLooks lefs fleei:> 

* Since this oewTcnant came and feiz'd ourLand I 

* I call )x\TtiTenantj whoni you deem your L^dy. 

* »S Tliat Farm> which by OfcUm* Name onee 
« Vmbrems now enj6y» ; thfc Ufe alone,. [pafe'd^ 

* Not Property j which can to none belong : 

* For neither him, nor me, nor any one^ 

* Hath Nature truly form'd Praprictor 

< Of what he hoUs. This Man ejeded me ; . 
^ Him, or bis own Debaucheries, or Quirks 

* Of wicked Law unknown, may foon eje£l ;, 

* Or on his Heir it muft at laft devolve- 

'Live then. My Sons, ccAitented with your Lof„ 
« And mecft each advet^ Chance with fteady 

Mindr 

G5 NOTES. 
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NOTES. 

Horace has given us, in this Satire, an admirable Lec- 
ture in Recommendation of Frugality and Temperance, 
and againft Luxury and Extravagance, under the Cha- 
rafter of OfeHm^ v^ho was ejcfted from his Patrimony in 
the Diftri6l of Mantua or Cremona, after the Battle of 
PJjilippiy when the Lands in thofe Parts were diftributcd 
among the Veterans by OSIaviuj Cafar, He was now 
the Tenant of Umbrenuj, to whom his Eftate had been 
adigned. 

He has (hown the fatal Confequences of Luxury and 
Extravagance, fuch as Lofs of Health, Fortune, ai>id 
Chara^r, and defcribed the wretched State cf the 
Perfon fo reduced ; who can neither help hinifelf, nor 
find any one to pity or relieve him. The Speech of 
Ofelhs to his Sons', as he was labouring with them in 
the Field, exhibits an amiable Pi6lure of the Simplicity 
of Manners in the old Times. 

'Ptla *oeloxJ\ The Ancients had four Sorts 



of Balls. 1. Tht Fol/is, or Balloon, which they ftruck 
with their Arms, guarded with a wooden Bracer. If 
the Balloon was little, they ufcd only their Fifts. a. The 
Fiia fri^onaiist which was like our Tennis Ball. To play 
with this, three Perfons ftood in a Triangle, ftriking it 
round from one to the other; He that firft let it fall 
was the Lofer. 3. Pa^anica, a Ball ftuffed with Feathers. 
4. Harpaftjm, a harder kind of Ball, which they played 
with, dividing into two Companies, and ftrivinjg to 
throw it through one anotkers Goals, which was the 
conquering Caft. ^ Dunster. 

This lalt fteras to have been like our Cricket.- 

a In moft of the printed Editions, this Line here 
follows, • 

Jejunuj flamacbus rafo Bulgaria temnit, 

* A fafting Stomach feldom difdains fimple Fare.' But 
it evidently interrupts the Connection 5 and is there- 
fore reje6led by Sanadotti as an Interpolation from the 
Margin. 

3 Per- 
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5 Fernffum wagno magnum fpetiare cai'mo,'\ 
This Line, by the Slownefs of the Syllables, where 
four Spondees follow one ajiother, well exprefles the 
eijormous Bulk of the Fifli for which the Glutton prayed. 
1 he Romam in their Entertainments were very fond of 
great Difhes. Sylla had cne of raafly Silver of one hun- 
dred Pounds Weight. They proceeded, at laft to fuch 
a Height of Extravagance, that, at thCsTinrtC of Claudius^ 
Drufillanus Rofundus bad a Dilh which weighed above 
five hundred Pounds. And yitellius had one of that pro- 
digious Size, that it was called Mmerva's Buckjer. 

^ ■ cum rapula plemts 

Aiijue actdas mai'uU inulas,'] 

Radijh and Elicampane, Though the latter was natu- 
rally an Enemy to the Stomach, 'the Romans pickled and 
f>referved it in filch a Manner, 'that it became both 
agreeable to the Talte, and ▼ery'wholefome. Da^isr.^ 

5 Galloni praconis erat aapenfere menfa 
Infamis,"] 

Gallonius vfTiS fo infamous for his Gluttony, that bis 
Name became a Proverb. 

6 Feftos albatus cekbretJ] The Romans always wore 
v-'hite Robes on Holiday's or Feflivals. The Difference 
between the toga alba Sind. taj^a Candida was this; the 
firft was ttie naturaVColout* ©rtlie Wool, the other an 
artificial White. 

7 The Reader will not be difpleafed to hear the Sen- 
timent' of the Son oi Sirach on the fame Subjeft v.ith our 
Author : * A very little is fufficient for a Man well* 
'nurtured ; and he lieth not puffing and blowing. 

« Sound Sleep cometh of moderate Eating : He rift^h 
* carljr, and his Wits are with him : But the Pain of 
«' Watching (or W^kefulnefs) andCholer, and the Pangs 
« of the Belly, are with an infatiable Man.' Ecclefioft. 
xxxi. ver. 19 and 20. 

There is fcarce any applaTided moral Maxim in the 
ancient Philofophers, but the fame Thought may be 
found to Advantage in the Book of Ecclefiafiicus, It 
were to be wiflied it could be admitted into our Canon, 
inftead of SQiomotfiSongn 

G C r Mr. 



132 SATIRES ir/ HORACE, 

8 Mr. Pppe has happily imitated this Paflkgc in his 
bumoFOus Way : 

The Soul fubffdes, and ^vickcdly inclines 
To fccra^but mortal, cv"n in found Divines. 

But he lias miftaken the 6enfe of Horaa in the A)l]owing 

Lines: 

On Morning Wings how a£kive fprings the Mind, 
That leaves the Load of Yefterday behind ! 

ffirace, in JRecommendatioa of Temperance, fays, that 
the Man, who fnatches a lig^ht Supper, awakes nitli his 
Faculties lively in the Morning ; But, according to Mr. 
Pope, this is the Confefuence of a Debauch $ for what 
€»ther Sen(e«an be>put oa the Words,^ leaving tbi Load 
f/' Yejerday btbtnd F If .we confult Heraee and Experi- 
tnce, t)iey both aiTnre us, that this L»ad will not b6 lift 
hshmd,, but attends us the next Day r 

' ■ ■ corpus onujium 
Heftemis nntiis animum qttoque pragra*vat una.^ 

Tftat Dryd(m by the Word ImU underftood a Debauchv 
is evident from a Paflage in his Tranflation of the firft 
Uiadi where (indecently enough, and without any Au- 
thority from his Matter Howier) he makes Jupiter go to 
Bed drunk : 

Drunken at laft, and drowfy they depart- 
He here fpeaks of the fubordinate Gods, iwitU Hfollo and 
tlie Mufes : But (not content with that) he adds j 

. -« — The thundering (;od> 

£v'n he withdrew to Reft, and had his Load, 

5 Uimaiiim€*fpus:) I. ^^ His Body. tmnciMiid fy 

Uo clofe Application, hy hard Labour, •r DiAimpBrs^ Oftllus 
allows but tbwe Things which ihonld m^ke us tre..t 
onrfelves more delicately than ordinary, *yix„ Feftivalsf 
WtakneJfLS occafiancd by Diftenpejss or L^our, and She 
Infirmities of Age. But under tlie Name of Fefii'uals alt 
extiaordinary Occafions arc comprifed, fuch as a Birth 
or Wedding Day, the Vifit of a Friend^ &fr. Daoer, 
10 . — ■ cur, ini\prohf, cara 

. Nm. aiiquUfttifria tant^ tmitirii fictrvQ f ] 
Horace remembered, and hints witlv »«& Iwdigntttion at 
tko^ luxurious ParqjcJ»|is of his old Party, who when 

they 
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they had agreed to eflablilh a Fund in the Caufe of 
Freedom, under the Conduft of Brutus ^ could never be 
perfoaded to withdraw from theft* e^j^nfive Pkrafures 
what was fut&cient for the Suppoi t of fo grjeat a Cau/e. 

Warburton. 

11 Horace might have feen Ofellus at Rome^ for he lived 
there from \\\t rii«tli or tenth, to his twentieth f)r 
twenty -firft Year, when he went to ^tbtusy, to proftcrttc 
his Studies. Dacier. 

12 Sluam nunc accifis.] Mr; Pcpe has condefocnded to 
pve us a k)w Pun here, to have a Fling at thcljrr^^; 

In SoMtb'Sea Days not happier, when furmk'd 
The Lord of Thoufauds, than if now /jroi V. 
To be fure,^ he had his Reafons for it ; and it probably 
anfwered his Purpofe at that Junfcture. 

Tajh fcems to l\ave hadC^» ia his Eye, when ike wrote 
the Kpifode of Erminia aiKl the Sliepherd on the Banks of 
Jordan in Book VH. of his Jerufaliifi Delinferedy tthicb 
has been tranftated by Mrs. R^voe ; aaid of iatc moil ele- 
gantly (as indeed is the w1k>1c Work) by Mr. IMe, 

1 1 Mf . P9pe*B ImUfliUon here exceUs the Original : 
Tfj true, no Turbots dignify my Boards, 
But Gudgeons, Flounders, ^at my fhames affords t 
To Hoanflow Heath I point,, and Ba^Jhd Down i 
Thence comes yowMutton j and thefe Chicks my own r 
From yon* c^d Wahiut trce'a Shower ftuH faH ) 
And Grapes, K>ng-Ungering on my only Wall ^ 
And Figs, from Siandaid and Efpalier, join— — 
t^ Ac iienerata Ceres.] Ceres, the Daughter of Saiur» 
and 0/fs^' firft Witfght IWen to liM liis Groiind hhkJ iOw 
Corn. The Reader nifty fee this F^ble explained at large 
by M. ie Gierc, in his^Biblhtb. Univerf. Tom. VI, 

15 There is a pretty Epigram iii luei'ah, wherft \ve 
find juft the fame Thought. 

Loquitur ag^. (The Field fpeaks») 
I waft of Achmun'uies the Field, 
But by Menippus^ Name I now am known $ 
^ tftch thovi^ht lae Ms » But I OhM^ntt^ yUM 
To Fortune's Nod, and am her Slave alone. 
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"^he Same Satire Imitated.. 
By Mr. J. D u n c o m b e. 

/^IVE Ear, my Friends, while prudent I reveal 
^^ The heart-felt Pleafares of a temp'rate MeaF; 
But read not this on Birth-days, juft releas'd 
From Court, or Manfion-houfe, or College-feaft, 
Where Lords, and Aldermen, and Scholars join 
In the loud Praife of Turbot, Soup, and Wine j 
But falling come, nor heed though Beadles call. 
Or Mayors themfelves invite you to the Hall, 
Behind each Chair v^hsre powder'd Gentry w^ait^. 
■ And every thing is French — except the Plate ; 
In Riot's Caufe then unretain'd, unfee'd, 
For Truth and Reafon you may bofdly plead : 
No Judge,, when brib'd or penfion'd, c^n be free,. 
Like Pratt can argue^ or like Yorke decree. 

Thy Votaries, Healthy purfue thee at the Dawn, 
O'er the fteep Mountain, or the dewy Lawn, 
With pliant Arms the yielding Lake divide. 
Or on fwift Skaits o'er frozen Rivers glide j 
* At Ayigelq*s the fiery Cburfer rein, 
. Or fcour, in rival Race,. Nefvmarkefs Plain, 
But if, a Stranger to the rural Shade, 
Soft-train'd in Town, of Cold, of Air, afraid. 
You deem thefe Labours too robuft, refort- 
To yon fmooth-lhaven. Green,. or {helter'd Court, 

At 
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At Billiards or at Bowls your Prowefs try. 
Or with the Sons of Kent at Cricket vye. 
Then, fqueamifh, fcorn your Hunger to allay 
With riefh or Fowl, and difcontented ftay 
Till Indian ^oy adds Flavour to the Fifa, 
Or Cayenne Pepper feafons every Dilli. 
But now Rump-fteaks your Stomach can appeafe. 
Small Beer is Neftar, and Ambrofta, Cheefe. 
What though your Butler has miflaid the Key,. 
You want no Vitriol Drops nor Ratafia. 
The beft Stomachics, Exercife and Air, 
Can ftamp a Relifh on the coarfeft Fare : 
The Swain, wKofe conftant Appetite proceeds • 
From conftant Toil, nor Sauce nor Bitters need$ j 
Amidft his fun-burnt Babes he blithely (ings. 
And taftes each Day a Blifs unknown to Kings l 
While Routs and Revels on the faded Brow 
Of courtly Dames their baneful Influence fhow» 
And the rich Noble, puny and polite. 
Faints if a SirLin fmokes within his Sight- 

Whatever I fay, the City and the Court 
Will ftill prefer good Burgundy to Forty 
And ftill, no Doubt, a ftriking DifFerence fee 
Between a Calf's Head hafli'd and CaJlipec.. 
' What though we cannot eat the Shell, all Eyej, 

* When hung on high, will wonder at its Size,, 

• Far more renown*d than thofe old-fafliion*d Horns 
^ With which each Squire his rural Hall adprns-; 

' ^ And 
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* And fure, the Produce of Wefl-Indian Seas, 

* So dear, fo far-fetch'd, every Tafte muft pleafe 5 

* Befides, an Oven for this Feaft was made, 

* And the fame Ship a Negro-Cook convey'd.' 

Say, how does Inftinift to your Tafte proclaim 
That from fam'd Thantt^s Ifle thefe Lobfteri came ? 
Or that thofe Flounders, in Fle^t-market hougHt, 
Were off the ToTver^ at five this Morning, eaught ? 

You figh for Venifoti in a Foreft bred. 
And Mutton loath, though fv'n at Safijled fed ; 
Red Mullets, Wheat-ears a*Tc moft dainty Fare, 
And Pyes of Petigord are go6d — i- and rare : 
Your Tafte no Fruits but Pitie-ipples can pleafe. 
No Greens, but Winter 'Sparagus and Peafe: 
Why ? but becaufe what our cold SoH denies. 
At vaft Expence a Hot-houfe StoVe fupplies ? 
Ev'n Turkey-pouts, if hatch'd ift Nature's fpite. 
By fage Rraumur, your Palate wotrld delight. 

* Give me, fays ^«/w, propotttori'd to iwy Paundl, 

* And fat as Falflaff^ an enormous Haunch ! 

* How does the Sight, the SceAt^ trimfport fiiySoul, 

* When kept a Fortnight, and when cook'd h^Cule! 
Oh \ may each Nerve, fey fotfie propttiou^ Bbft, 
Or Auguft^ Heat, be tainted to his Tafte ! 
While Fat fi mains, hi* Laibours never eeafe. 
Happier than HtfHeniaU with Guts a«d Greafe^ 
At length he's fiil'd 5 and iiow^methtnkB^ forSmell, 
A Leg oFLft!^ quke ffeftlmight kitv% as welL 

And 
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And fooiij too foon. Gout, Dropfy, Stone, or Age 
Will cool this Heat, and damp this eatiflg Rage, 
Thus He, the mighty Leader of the Choir, 
Who ftrwck, with JuhaV^ Skill, the facr^d Lyre, 
Like his own Sampfotij in Eclipfe was left. 
At once of Appetite and Eyes bcneft. 

Of Jameses Deeds this furely was the chief. 
That Knighthood's Honour he bcftow'd On Beef 5 
And ever firrcc, as ^onftant as the Grace, 
At Roy^l Banquets Beef maintains its Place. 

£iWs Courtiers din'd on boil'd and roafl", 
Her Maidens bnsakfafted on Sack and Toaft. 
Then no Jobn^-Dories were at LQndm bought. 
Nor every Year fuch Shotals of Turdca caught. 
Thr Sea, 'tis tr^e, an equal NutnbiM' fed. 
But fafe they Mfted in their wscry Bed \ 
*Ti\l a rich Crs9k^ l(»igiag to b^ Mayor, - 
Firft tittght jbfajc City this luicuriouf Fare. 
And BOW ztJimacPs AlouU three Lords s^ree 
To have a Hedgehog drefsM in Fricaficr, 
Cits would prefer it to their favourite Fifll, 
And Hedgehog would be fbon the reigning Dtfk. 

Wide is the Diffrcnce between nine and nit>e. 
And a coldMefj of Scraps with homchrcw'dWinc, 
Then each Extreme with prudent Caution fhun. 
Nor cloy with too muchFood, nor ftarve with none* 

A fordid Citizen, for Rapine fatn'd. 
In Tiwn, in Country, was ihi Ftilture nsrm'd : 

Poor 
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Poor in Appearance as a Highland Chief, 
In Cellars oft he div'd for Shin of Beef. 
Mackarel at home afForded a Repaft, 
Which no Man with aNofc would dare to taftcr 
At V/hitJuntide^ his Neighbours he would treat 
With Mum and Elder, neither four nor fwcet, 
And drcnch'd his Sallad with fuch {linking Oil, 
As a Grown Gentleman^ School-pumps would fpoil. 

The Wife will to Frugality attend, 
Nor weakly hoard his Wealth, nor madly fpend : 
Though he, for once, forgives a greafy Cloth, 
Or even in roafted Mutton Want of Froth, 
He lets no filthy Groom at Dinner wait, 
Nor will familiar with his Butler prate. 
Nor, like proud Seymour^ turn the Slave away. 
Who dar'd to whifpcr, « 'Tis.a t^ny Day,' 

Now learn what Blcflings Temperance enjoys. 
And think how hearty were your Metis whenBoys I 
In Eun^s happy Shades, how blithe and gay 
The Morning Study and the Evening Play ! 
At early Noon how dainty was the Treat, 
Though Mutton, Mutton vi^as the conilant Meat; 
Nor figh'd you then for Trifle, Trout, or Tart, 
Contented with one Difli, and no Defert, 
Now, fince in one promifcuous Mefs you join 
Sweet, fav'ry,four, hot, cold. Cream, Cyder,Win9^ 
What Pains, whatQiialms are in yourBowels bred ! 
Hence your diftemper'd Frame, and aching Head* 

Maik 
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Mark when theGuefts from public Dinners rife. 
How pale their Vifage, and how funk their Eyes F 
Who could fuppofe fuch Beings born to think. 
Or more than tottering Statues fill'd withDrrnk ! 

The Reaper in his ftraw-roofd Shed all Night 
Serenely fleeps, and rifes with the Light j 
When hungry dines, ^nd fwills his Keg when dry. 
His Cloth the Grafs, his Canopy the Sky. 
Yet twice a Year he takes a chearful Glafs, 
And featly foots it with fome favourite Lafs, 
When Twelfth-Day crowns its temporary Kings, 
Or when with Harvijl-Hcmie the Village rings. 
But fhould he, carclefs of his Sheaves, repair 
Ta every Horfe-race, Cricket-match, or Fair, 
And riot all the Week on Cakes and Ale, ^ 

How could he fhun an Hofpital or Jail ! 

In Gothic Halls our Sires contented din'd 
On Ribs and Chines, fubftantial in their Kind ; 
At Chrijimas feafted every Farmer round, 
Ani all their Toils in ftout OSfober drown'd : 
Age, Sicknefs, Want, went fmiling from their 
Nor needed Wrtrkhoufes nor Par i(h Rates. [Gates, 
Then'midlltheirTenantsLords could pafs the Year: 
Now, 4iew-built Squares unpeople every Shire. 
Oh ! that 1 then at firft had feen the Light, 
Ere Prudence was a Jeft,' and Vice polite ! 

Haft thou no Senfe of Shame, no virtuous Pride? 
Rcflefl: how Chartres liv'd, how ViUiers died ! 

Think 
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Think that thoreGuefts,\vho on thyDainties dkic, 
Who praife thy Venifon and ej^toil thy Wine, 
Will, at thy Audion, laugh at thy Undoing, 
Amd blame the Cully whom they hclp'd to ruin. 
Think that, like Lloyd^ defpairing in the Fleets 
Or forc'd, like IViIkes and Kidgetl^ to retreat, 
Sbunn'd by thy Friends, negledled by thy Wife, 
DeprivM at length oi Comfort, Hop^f, and Life, 
Thou fcarce enough to buy a Shroud may ft favc. 
And want, like Ti&*Wi^r^ a f arifli-Grave. 

^ Trae, iays his Gracej^ 'tis proper to rebuke 

* Such aw4cward Sar^pnets as ape theOutk^t, 

< Who treat with BurgunJ/^ at Jrthur'% bet| 

< Who k««p Friwh Valets, and who drive a Set y 

* But w;hu are thefe dull Morals to a Peer, 

< Whofe annual Income is twelve iboufand clear?* 
Wh)rthtiH my Lord, is this fuperflu^us Store 

By JAffy Purc)Kirts augmented more ? 
Why do our Sailors j Shipwrights, Weavers fly 
To Frrnice^ or ipahiy or India' % diftant Sky ? 
Why do th' Ingenious ftarve, th' Indwftrioijs fail ? 
Why thefcComplaittts, thefe Crieis ffom every Jail i 
Hafte then, and chear thefe worthy honeft Hearts, 
Bid Trade revive, and raife the drooping Arts ; 
Make Roads, build Bridges, or Long- Acre pave. 
And one Tax more on Beer or Cyder fave. 

Befides, will Heaven thy Hopes for ever crown, 
And no dire Change, no fad Reverfe, be known ? 

On 
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On Pimps, or Cheats, one lucklefs Deal or Throw 
Thy Plate, thy Stud, thy Manors may beftow : 
Our Sons, ourfelves, may fee thy Stocks and Lands 
IVansferr'd and (refted in Plebeian Hands. 
Whofe now is AnfmC^^ whpfe is Chandos' Scat ? 
What Dukes begin theirTradefmcn^may complete. 
Refle<a on Strafford's^ Hyde's^ and Ormond's Fall ! 
Ev'n Burleigh-Houfe may be like ff^hart^n-lUlU 
Whenbfeft with Peace and Plenty, we withCare 
Should fill our Gamers, and our Fleets rcpairj 
Not wait fiipine, t411 Famine, or the Foe, 
Our Vitals fctize, and ftrike fome fatal Blow. 
* A Cavalier (the Men of ancient Date 
Wh«n young, remember what I here relate) 
Was bkft with Wealth, yet frugarmidft his Store, 
Was never heard to figli, or covet more. 
*Twas at the Time, when, taught hy Cr$nrweWs 
Civil Confufion overfpr^ad the Land : [Hand, 
He too with others fuiFer'd in the Caufe, 
And faw his Right expiring with the Laws. 
The brave ©Id Man qomply'd without a Groan,! 
And earned hi3 Bres^d, in fpite of Wind and Sui?, '^ 
A Labourer in Fields, but Yeflerday his own. J 
. ' And is,' he fmiling faid, ' theChange fo great i 
< I ever was before-hand with my Fate. 
« WhenHeav'n around me all its Bleffings ftrow'd, 
* My Heart ne'er wanton'd, nor my Bowl o'ef- 



flow'd. 



• The Remainder is by another Hand. 

* A Stranger 
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* A Stranger to Variety and Coft, 

* (Unlefs fome Holiday would have me roaft) 

< I liv'd on little : Happy was my Lot ; 

« A Fritter in the Pan, or Bacon in the Pot. 

* But if an old Acquaintance, with Delight, 

< After a tedious Abfence, blefs'd my Sight ^ 

< Or a good Neighbour, in a rainy Hour, 

* Kindly dropp'd in to chat away a Shower ; 

* 'Twas well : I fought not what the Shops afford 

* To the fleek Citizen, or high-fed Lord, 

< No wanton Sauce gave Riot to the Difh ; 

* No Stream was troubled for Supply of Fifli : 

* A Barn-door Fowl, or Mountain-Kid went down 

* As well as Dainties from a Market-Town. 

* A Sallad might be added for the Gueft, 
And Golden-Pippins ma4e a fecond Feaft. 

* Perhaps, though idly, innocently gay, 

* At Riddles, Qiieftions and Commands, we play: 

* Talk of old Times 5 and o'er the laughing Ale 
« Toaft the blithe Lafs, or tell the mirthfulTale ; 

* Wifliing for Times more honeft and lefs dear, 

* A plenteous Harveft, and a fruitful Year. 

* Let Fortune vainly rive, by my Confent, 

* Play all her Tricks, and all her Malice vent, 

* Shifting her alterable Look each Day ; 

* And take the little that is left away ; 

* While I, regardlefs of her Female Mind, 

* Laugh at the foolifli Idol of Mankind. 

^ Tell 



< 
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* Tell me, my Children, were you more at Eafe, 
** Ere Winds difturb'd the Calmnefs of your Da\'s ? 

* Amidft exorbitant and Rebel Grants, 

* Has Providence been thrifty to your Wants ? 

* Or, fince this rough, fanatical Dragoon, 

* Tin's canting Lord his Tyranny begun, 

' Say, hasourhomelyFood lefs fumptuous prov'd? 
' Say, have we liv'd Icfs happy, or lefs lov'd ? 
' Trace from the Conqueft, and you'll rarely find 

* The fame Eftate to the fame Blood confin'd. 
**This lawlefs Soldier robb'd me of my Due ; 

* Him too the Law may in its Turn undo : 

* Or grant his Title be remov'd from Doubt, 
' JEiis Heir, infallibly, will fee him out. 

* TheFarm,'tis true, went whilom by my Name, 

* WhereFolks enquir'd forGoodman and his Dame : 
' The Tone is chang'd i and who on Vifits come 
' Afk is the Colonel, or his Spoufe at home* 

* Who4cnowsbutTime,in rolling on, may mend, 

* And angry Fortune be once more my Friend ? 

« Who knows, but yet our Lands may be reftor'd, 

* And the pleas'd Hovel own its former Lord ? 

* Come then, my Boys, for Heaven is on your*) 

Side, . I 

* With manly Sinews bear againft the Tide, j 

* Patience our5trength and Honefty>ourGuide/ J 



SATIRE 
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SATIRE III. 

Di^MASippus. Horace. 

By Mr. J. DuNCOMBE. 

In this Dialogue Ehimafippus explains at large j 
andilluflrates by n:aricus Examples^ the DoSrine 
of the Stoics^ That every wicked Man is a Fool ^ 
or Lunatic^ as he himfelf had learned it in a 
LeSlurefrom the Stoic Philofopier Stertinius. 

I Damasippus. 
T F Writing feems fo difEcult a Talk, 

That fcarce four times a Year for Pens you afki 
Nicely retouching all your former Lays, 
And nought produce that merits puhlic Praife, 
Tho* confcious you indulge in Sleep and Wine ; 
For this, if poffiblc, fome Plea affign. 
Hither from ^ Saturn's Revel-rout you fly : 
Then with your Promife now at laft comply. 
Begin. What ! Nothing — Nay, your 3 Pens from 

Guilt 
Arfe fre^, the Wall with no ill Stars was Imilt. 
Yet glorious Feat^ you threaten'd to* perform. 
Soon as you reach'd your Villa, fiiug and warm. 
Why to ^MeKander is your 5 Phto]9\rCi^. 
Or why not leave 6 Archilochus behind. 
And 7 Eupolis ? — Think you to blunt the Dart 
OF Envy, when from Virtue you depart ? 

Wretch 
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Wretch ! all Mankind your Folly will decry : 
From Sloth, that wicked 8 Siren^ fwiftly fly. 
Or be content to give up all the Praife 
' Due to your ftudious Life and 9 better Days,. 
Horace. 
Oh ! may the Gods and Goddeflfes, my Friendi ' 
To thee for this Advice a 10 Barber fend ! 
But how canfl: thou fuch Knowledge of me boaft i 

Damasippus. 
Since at th' Exchange my whole Eftate I loft 
By lucklefs Barter, other Mens Affairs, 
Now banifhM from my own, employ my Cares« 
Before, vaft Sums for Cauldrons rare I gave. 
In which fly »» Sifyphus was wont to lave j 
In Vafes, Bufts, was Arbiter of Tafte, 
Knew which was rudely wrought, which nicely caft : 
1 for fix hundred Crowns (worth hundreds more) 
One Statue i» (hrewdly added to my Store. 
Gardens and ftately Houfes too I bought. 
Which all, when fold, Increafe of Profit brought^ 
And hence on Me the Title was conferr'd 
Oi Hermes^ Favourite. 

Horace. 

All this IVe heard ; 
And wonder what remov'd this flirange DifeafCn, 

Damasippus. 
From old Complaints a new Diftemper frees. 
Thus Head-achs, Pleurefies, with varying Rage^ 
Oft in the Bowels War inteftine wage : 
VoL.m. H Thus, 
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Thus, rous'd from Slumber, a lethargic Drone 
To cudgel his Phyfician has been known. 

Horace. 
Be what you will, but. Oh ! this Frenzy fparc. 

Damasippus. 
Of this Miftake moft cautioufly beware ; 
Think not Me only mad ; for know, all Fools 
Are alfo mad, by wife Stertinius* Rules, 
Who gave me thefe fage Precepts ; and when Grjef 
Opprefs'd me, kindly flew to my Relief, 
As, on Fah'icius* Bridge, prepared I flood. 
With >3 muffled Head, to plunge into the Flood. 
To his Advice this reverend Beard I owe ; 
When frantic with myLofs, he footh'd my Woe, 
And made me thence return (Thanks to kind Fate 
Who brought him thiiher ! ) with a Mind fedate, 

• O Damaftppus^ (he exclaim'd,) forbear, 

* Nor to commit fo ralh an Aftion dare ! 

* Idle your '4 Shame ; where all as mad appear, 
* Say, why fliould you the Charge of Madnefs fear? 

* Firft know its Meaning ; and, if only you 

* It fuits, your Purpofe, unreftrain'd, purfue. 

* The Man, whom reftlefs Paffions lead aftray, 

* Or Ignorance of Truth, this Man, I fay, 

« Is counted mad by fage ^5 Chryftppus^ School : 

* To Subjcfts, and to Kings, extends this Rule, 

* To all, except the Wife — ^Now hear, and know 

* How thofe, who call you mad, like Madnefs fbow. 

•As 
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^ As Travellers, bewilder'd in the Night, 

* Miftake their Road j this journeys to the Right, 

* That to the Left, and yet are both mifled, 

* Thro' different Paths tho* eagerly they tread 5 

* So think yourfelf indeed a Fool, yet they, 

* Who laugh at you, a dangling Tail difplay. 

* One Sort of Frenzy fo o'erpowers the Heart, 

* That Men at vain, imagin'd Terrors ftart ; 

* On level Ground, before their wondering Eyes 

* Obftrufliing Trees, and Rocks, and Rivers rife* 

* Others, no lefs extravagant than thofe, 

< Rulh headlong ev'n v^rhere Flames and Floods 

oppofe i 
« Tho' Mother, Sifter, Father, Wife, and Friends 

* Exclaim, " Lo ! here a mighty Rock afcends, 
♦^ There lies a dreadful Gulf," he hears no more 

* Than 1^ Fufius, who, in Hecuba^ of yore, 

* Slept fo profoundly in a drunken Fit, 

* That Catienus and the crowded Pit 

* Strove all in vain to roufe him with their Cries, 
^ Refounding, '* O my Mother, wake, arife P* 

* Now let me fliow you, how in all Mankind 

< Some epidemic Madnefs fires the Mind* 
( You, Damajippus^ a<ft a frantic Part 

* In buying the Remains of ancient Art ; 

* But tell me, I intreat, and tell me true, 

* Is not your Creditor as mad as you I 

Hz *For 
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* For fhould I thus accoft you i " Take my Purfe, 
*<And what you pleafe, without Account, difburfe," 
« Would it be Madnefs in you to comply, 

* Or would it not be Madnefs to deny ? 

* And fhould the Creditor in Anfwer fay, 

*' He gives his Bond this Money to repay ;" 

* Confult Cicuta too, who knows to draw 

* With fkilful Care the ftrongeft Knots of Law, 

* Yet will this wicked Proteus burft his Chains, 

* And, when arraign'd, deride your fruitlefs Pains, 

< Chang'd to a Rock or Tree ; or now will foar 
« Like a fleet Bird, now wallow like a Boar. 

* If Folly conftant DifEpation brings, 

* Oeconomy of courfe from Wifdom fprings ; 

* PetilUus then is far, far more infane, 

« Who lends you what he never will regain. 

« Ho ! to my Lefture hafte, all ye whofe Breafts 
« Ambition racks, or Avarice molefts j 

* Compofe your Robes, and lend a liftening Ear : 
« You too, ye Sons of Superftition, hear ; 

« Hear, ye Luxurious, Senfual, all Mankind 
« Who pine with baneful Maladies of Mind ; 

* In Order come 5 of thefe, I'll clearly prove, 

* Not one the Charge of Madnefs can reraoye. 

' The largeft Share of Hellebore to you, 

< Ye Avaricious, is moft juftly due ; 

* Indeed I know not but impartial Senfe 

* To you may all 17 Anticyra dilpenfe. 

* Siaberius* 
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* Stabertus* Heirs, to make his Riches knov/rt, 

* Were charg'd to grave them on kis Funeral Stone, 

* And doom'd to feaft, if guilty of Ivfegleft, 

* The Citizens, as Arrius fliould direft, 

* Two hundred Gladiators to maintain, 

* And furnifli Corn in Heaps like y^/Vs Plain ! 
** Whether 'tis right or wrong, fo I devife ; 

*' 'Tis not your Bufinefs," the Teftator cries. 

* Methinks, Stabertus' Wifdom here was feen'— 

Damasippus* [n-.eaii 

Wifdom! — What, pr'ythee, could the Dotard 
By graving on his Tomb the Sums bequeaih'd i 

Stertinius. 
Of every Vice the greateft, while be brcath'd. 
He reckon'd Poverty, and nought befide 
So much he fcar'd, as poorer to have died. 
The lefs Eftate he dying left behind, [Mind : 
The more deprav'd he would have thought hi» 
For 18 every Grace, or human or divine, [thine j 
Fame, Beauty, Courage, Honour, We aith ! are 
And he who piles up Gold, to all Mens Eyes 
Will ftrait feem valiant, juft, renown'd, and wife 
Nay, ev'n a King ; or whatfoe'er he will : 
By this he hop'd the Trump of Fame to fill, 

19 How difPrent Arijiippus! He, we're told,. 
Enjoin'd his Slaves, retarded by their Gold^ 
On Libya's Plains, to throw it all away : 
Which Ueems moft Signs of Madnefe to difplay ?' 

H 3, D A M A»^ 
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Damasippus. 
Examples only puzzle the Difpute. 

Stertini us. 
What if a Man (hould purchafe many a Lute, 
And them fo purchas'd keep, but never ufe, 
Unfkill'd to play, and taftelefs of each Mufe ? 
Or if another, who had never try'd 
To make a Shoe, fliould Lafts and Awls provide 5 
Or Rigging, though unvers'd in Commerce ; all 
Would him a Fool or Madman juftly call. 
Are they more fane, who pil'd-up Treafures keep^ 
And dread, like Sacrilege, to touch the Heap ? 
If Day and Night ftretch'd fleeplefs on the Floor^ 
With a large Club the Owner guards the Door 
Where lies his Corn, nor ev'n when hungry takes 
One Grain, on bitter Herbs his Dinner makes. 
And tho' his Vaults are ftock'd with Wines moft 
Drinks fuch as may with Vinegar compare j [rare, 
Tho' in his eightieth Year, on Straw ihould reft. 
While hoarded Quilts lie rotting in his Chcft; 
If moft Men think thisWretch from Madnefs free, 
*Tis but becaufe they're full as mad as he. 

To Heaven ungrateful, dreaded Want to fhun, 
Thyfclf thou ftarv'ft, that thy luxurious Son, 
Or Slave enfranchis'd, may the more enjoy. 
And on their vagrant Lufts thy Wealth employ ! 
How little more would coft thy daily Food^ 
If, on thy Sallad pour'd, the Oil were good. 

If 
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If neat thy Vefture and well-comb'd thy Hair ! 

Nature is fatisfy'd with fimple Fare, 

Why then this Perjury, thefe Thefts, to gain 

Superfluous Riches ? Art not thou infane ? 

If thou with Stones fliould'ft pelt the gaping 

Throng, 
And ev'n the Slaves, which to thyfelf belong. 
Boys, Girls, would hoot thee in the public Ways : 
Can he who by a Rope or Pcifon *o flays 
Mother or Wife, the Charge of Madnefs fhun ? 
This Faft indeed at Argos was not done. 
Nor did thy Sword cut fliort their vital Thread, 
As ClyUmneJlra by Orejies bled : 
Think'ft thou that Fiends his Mind alone poflTeft, 
After his Steel had pierc'd his Mother's Breaft ? 
No ; by the Furies he was feiz'd, before 
The impious Parricide was flrain'd with Gore : 
For from the Time that he was frantic thought. 
Nothing defbrving of Reproach he wrought ; 
Ev*n then his Pylades he ne'er purfued. 
Nor in Ele^ras Blood his Hands imbrued ; 
a I His Sifter he a Fury only ftyl'd. 
And ** in a pompous Strain his Friend revil'd. 

PoflTefling much, but ftill defiring more, 
Opimius brooded o'er his treafur'd Store : 
On Feftivals his frugal Board was grac'd 
With Veian Wine, unfavoury to the Tafte, 
In earthen Vafes ; and (fo Rumour fays^ 
With Liquor that was flat on common Days. 

H 4 His 
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His Senfes once a Lethargy opprefs'd. 
And ftrait his Heir was rifling every Cheft : 
But his fage Doftor, who the Crifis knew. 
And long had watch'd it, to his Succour flew. 
And thus awak'd him : Clofe befide his Bed 
A Table thick with Money-bags he fpread. 
And various Hands employ 'd to count them o'er: 
Meantime he loudly cry'd, * Hafte, guard your 
' Store, 

* tcft all be feizM by your rapacious Heir !' 

*' What ! while I live ?" ' Then roufe yourfelf, 

* beware ! 
^ And whojefome Broths by my Prefcription take; 
' For empty are your Veins, your Stomach weak. 

* Here, here, be quick, pour down this Soup of 

« Rice/ 
<* The Coft ?" < A Trifle/ « I will know the 
« Price/' 

* Eight Pence/ ** From Thieves, ah ! wherefore 

<' fhould I fly, 
•^ If I by Slops, fo dearly bought, muft die ?" 

Damasippus. 
Who then arc fane ? 

Stertinius. 

The Men who are no Fools. 
Damasipppus. 
What Name docs he deferve, whom Avarice 
rules ? 

Stertl- 
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Madvian and FooL 

Damasippus. 

Is he, who ne'er the Stain 
Of Avarice has Lncurr'd, accounted, feue 1 

Stertiniijs^ 
No 5 by no Means. 

Damasippus* 

Why, S/wV? 

Stertinius. 

You fhall hear. 
^ This Patient's Stomach of Complaims is clear,** 
Says »3 Craterus. " Then may he fafely rife, 
*< And is he well ?" ' No, no, the Doctor cries,» 

* TheStone torments hisReins,theGouthisKneeJ 
From Perjury, from Avarice you are free : 

*Tii well ; a Pig then to your Lares give* 
But if a Dupe to rafh Purfuits you live, 
Haftc to Anticyra ! By Reafon's Rules,. 
The Prodigal and Mifer both are Fools. 

Two ancient Farms that near Canufium lay * 
Opldiusy blefs'd with Riches, (fo they fay,) 
Between his Sons, while living, would divide,, 
And wifely thus addrefs'd them ere he died : 

* When I have feen thee, Julus^ void of Care, 

* In open Vcft thy Nuts and Marbles bear, 

H5 «And 
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* And lofe, or give them to thy Fellow-Boys ; 
^ And thee, Tiberius^ careful count thy Toys, 

* And anxious hide them in fome fecret Place, 

* Froni hence your various Frenzies I could trace; 

* That one, like Nomentanus^ would behave, 

* The other, like Cicuta^ fcrape and fave. 
**Now therefore, by our Houfliold-Gods, your Sire 

* Adjures thee, Aulus^ to preferve entire 

* What he ftiall leave 5 nor thou, Tiberws^ tiy 

* O'er the wife Limits Nature fets, to fly; 

* Nor add to my enough, though little, more ! 

* Befides, left 6n Ambition's Wings you foar, 

* Byfolemn Vow, my Sons, let each be bound 

* With no State-Honours ever to be crown'd. 

* Let him who firft fhall break it, like the worft 

* Of Citizens, be outlaw'd and accursed ?* 

Would'ft thou thy whole Eftate> O Madman ! 
wafte. 
To have th? Circus with thy Splendor grac'd, 
To gain by Beans or 24 Vetches venal Praife, 
And make the Fount at thy Statue gaze, 
Stripp'd of thy Lands and Fortune ? Doft thou dare 
Expeft by this *5 Jgrippn^s Praife to fliare ? 
The fubtle Fox, with vifionary State, 
AfFeftcd thus the lordly 26 Lion's Gait. 

27 Tell me, O Son of Jireus, tell me why 
To JJax Funeial-Honours you deny ? 

Ac A- 
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Agamemnon. 
I am a King. 

Stertinius. 

My Queftions I reftrain, 
A mean Plebeian born. 

Agamemnon. 

What I ordain 
Is juft. Whoe'er thinks otherwife is free 
To utter what he thinks, unchecked by me, 

Stertinius. 
*S Greateft of Kings ! may your viSorious Sails 
From conquered Troy return with profperousGales ! 
May I then a(k and make Replies ? 

Agamemnon. 

You may. 

Stertinius. 
^9 Why does great Jjax rot, to Worms a Prey ? 
That Chief with whom, in Strength and Valour> 

none 
Of all your Hoft could vie, but Peleus* Son f 
The Guardian of the Greeks^ the Dread of Tray f 
. 30 That Priam and his People may with Joy 
See him unbury'd lie, who, ere he died. 
So many Trojan Youths a Tomb deny'd ? 

Agamemnon. 
31 A thoufand Sheep he flew, with Frenzy wild. 
And them, Ufyjis and th' Jtrida ftyl*d, 

H 6 S t e R- 
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Stertinius. 
And when at Aulisy Agamemnon^ you 
Your blooming Daughter to the Altar drew. 
To bleed. Barbarian J in a Heifer's Stead, 
And fcatter'd Meal, well falted, on her Head^ 
Had you your Senfes ? 

Agamemnon* 
Why not? 

Stertinius. 

Then explain. 
Why, in your Judgment, Ajax feems iniane ? 
Though with his Sword a Flock of Sheep he killed, 
3» His Wife's or Infant's Blood he never fpill'd i 
And though he made your Curfes wide refound. 
He did not Teucer nor Uljjfes wound. 

ACAMEMrfON. 

To loofc our lingering Fleet from AuUs" Bay, 
Heaven's Wrath, with Blood> 'twas prudent to 
allay. 

Stertinius* 
WhatyjVladman ! with your own ? 

Agamemnon. 

Yes, with my own^ 
And yet not mad. 

Stertinius. 

33 Whene'er on Reafon's Throne 
Blind Paffion fits, confounding Right and Wrong, 
We rank that Man amidft the frantic Throng : 



BOOK ir. 157 

Infane or pajftonate^ except in Name, 

Are both alike j th' Effeil is juft the fame. 

When Sheep he flew, was Ajax thought infancy 
And can your Senfes, when for 34 Titles vain 
Such Crimes you dare commit, be deem'd entire ? 
Is that Heart pure, which feeds Ambition's Fire \ 

35 Should any Man a darling Lamb, where'er 
He travels, with him in his Litter bear. 
Endow her like a Daughter, with the Pride 
Of Drefs adorn her, various Slaves provide. 
Call her his Child, his Dear, and with her Charms 
Prepare to blefs a worthy Hufband's Arms, 

36 His Fortune to his Friends, more fane of Mind> 
Would by the Praetor's Edift be affign'd. 

And is the Wretch who flays, by harflli Decrce> 
His Daughter for a Lamb, from Madnefs free ? 
You dare not this aver* Such Folly, join'd 
With Vice, argues Infanity of Mind. 

37 The wicked all are mad» His Head, who burns 
For Glory's Charms, blood-ftain'd Bellona turns. 

While Nomentanus I indiS, attend F 
For all are mad who fo profufely fpend. 
His Father died : He in his Coffers found 
A thoufand Talents, and proclaim'd around. 
That Taylors, Cooks, Perfumers, Huntfmen, all 
Who in the Tufcan Street kept Shop or Stall, 
Fiftimongers, Poulterers, Panders, at the Gate 
Of his high Palace fliould next Morning wait. 

They 
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They all obey'd. The Pander firft addrefs'd 
Th' expecting Heir : * Whatever is poflefs'd 

* By me, or any here, fhall be your own, 

* To-day, to-morrow; let your Will be known!' 
Mark how the Youth, benevolent, reply'd ! 

* You through X«f^«w« Snows, OHuntfman, ride 

* Booted all Night, a Boar for me to gain ; 

* In wintry Storms, you. Sailor, drag the Main, 

* To catch me Fifh : While me no Cares annoy, 

* Such boundlefs Wealth unworthy to enjoy. 

* Then take, my Friends, and eafe me of my Load j 
(This faid, on each a Million* he bcftow'd) 

* And thrice that Sum be his, who, when I fend, 

* Will, though at Midnight, bid his Bride attend !* 

3^ JEfopui Son in Vinegar a Pearl 
Diffolv'd, which from her Ear a favourite Girl 
Moft bounteoufly had giv'n, and, drinking, cry'd, 

* See ! down my Throat a thoufand Pieces glide 1* 
He could not have been reckoned more infane. 
If he at once had thrown it in the Main. 

Jrrius' two Sons, in Folly as in Birth 
Exaftly pair'd, the verieft Twins on Earth, 
Eat coftly Nightingales : Shall Praife or Blame 
Be theirs ? Shall Chalk or Charcoal mark their 
Name? ^ [grey. 

Say, fhould a reverend Sire, whofe Locks are 
Delight to build fm2tll Cottages of Clay ; 

• riz. of Scftcrces. 

Should 
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Should he with harnefs'd Mice a Waggon draw, 
Beftride a Cane, or play with Boys at Taw, 
We ftrait fliould fay he doats. But j(hould we prove 
All this lefs childifh than the Freaks of Love, 
And that to whimper for a Jilt, or Toy, 
Alike is Madnefs in the Man and Boy; 
Would you, I fay, then quit that foppifh Drefs, 
By which at your Diftempcr all may guefs, 
Your Cloak fo little, your Cravat fo fine, 
And RufF, like 39 Polemouy who, when in WinCj^ 
Ent'ring by Chance the philofophic Schools, 
He heard the Sage declaim on Virtue's Rules, 
Became a Convert to his temperate Lore, 
And from his Head, abafliM, the Garland tore I 

A profFer'd Apple, fee ! the peevifli Child 
Rejedls ; but if deny'd him, he is wild. 
Such is th' excluded Lover, on the Stage j 
Now in a Fit of Fondnefs, now of Rage, 
40 Debating whether he (hall ftrait return. 
Or his inconftant Fair for ever fpurn : 
Determin'd, though no Summons he receive. 
To go, her hated Door he cannot leave ; 

* Shall I not nov/, when fhe invites me, go ? 

* Or fhall I end at once this Weight of Woe ? 

* She thruft me out, flie calls me back again ; 

* Should {he intreat, I to return difdain.' 
To this the Slave, far wifcr, thus replies : 

* In vain wc reafon, and in vain advife, 

* Where 
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* Where Reafon and Advice are thrown away :: 

* In Love, *tis true, we meet with War To-dayv 

* But Peace To-morrow. On a folid Bafe 

* He who would fix what never keeps its Place, 

* As well may gravely plead, to play the FooJ 

* By Wifdom's Guidance, and run mad by Rule.* 

When Burfts of Merriment your Joy proclaim^ 
If you the 4i Kernels of an Apple aim 
So truly, as to ftrike the vaulted Roof, 
Say, is not this of Lunacy a Proof ? 

Or when,advanc*d in Age, to charm yourDear, 
You mince yourWords, and ftammer in her Ear^ 
Do you more Senfc or Sanity difplay 
Than wanton Boys, who Caftles build with Clay? 

To this the lawlefs Rage, the Murders add. 
That prove all headftrong Lovers worfe than mad» 
When Marius late his Miftrefs Heltas flew. 
And from a Rock himfclf defpairing threw. 
That thefe wereMarks of Madnefs will you own, ^ 
Or as, by Fafliion, the fame thing is known C 
By different Titles, v/as it Vice alone ? * 

With Hands clean-wafh'd a Slave, an ancient 
Man, 
Fafting at Morn along the 4* Crofs-ways ran,. 
And thus addrefs'd the Lares : ' O comply 

* With this one Prayer, that I may never die !* 
When fold, if not litigious, ne'er maintain. 
Though he can fee and hear, that he is fane. 

I» 
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In our Chryftppus' Judgment, all this Throng 
To the vaft Tribe of Madmen muft belong. 

• Great Jove, who Life can'fl: give and take 
away,' 
43 An anxious Mother thus was heard to pray, 
Whofe Son an Ague of the Quartan-Kind 
For five long tedious Months had now confih'd, 
' Thy powerful Succour let my Darling prove, 

* And Oh ! in Pity, his Complaints remove 1 

* On the firft Faft ordain'd by thy Command, 

* He then fliall naked in the Tyhr ftand, 

* At Break of Day.* Now if fome lucky Hit, 
Or the Phyfician's Skill, fliould cure the Fit, . 
The 44 Mother in the Stream will plunge her Boy^ 
Bring a Relapfe, and thus his Life deftroy. 

Damasippus, 
What Frenzy turns her Head ? 

St ertinius. 

45 The Dread of Heaven. 
Damasippus to Horace. 
Stertiniusy the eighth Sage, to me has given 
Thefe Arms, to combat my upbraiding Foes : 
Whoe'er on me the Name of Mad beftows 
Will find the Charge retorted, and may learn 
The 46 Wallet hung behind him to difcern. 

Horace. 
So may you now with Profit, Stoicj trade. 
And every Lofs with Intereft be repaid, 

As 
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As you inform me what difturbs my Mind^ 
(Since Frenzies differ widely in their Kind,) 
For, in my own Opinion, 1 am fane. 

Damasippus. 
What ! was 47 Jgave confcious that her Brain 
Was turned, when jQie her Son in Pieces tore. 
And on her Spear his Head in Triumph bore ? 

Horace. 
Then be it fo — To powerful Truth I bow i 
Myfelf a Fool and Madman I allow : 
But fay, in what my Frenzy you defcry ? 

Damasippus, 
Hear then the Charge. Though fcarccly twa 

Foot high. 
You ftrut, and talk in big gigantic Style j 
And yet at 48 Turbo on the Stage you fmile. 
When he, of Spirit vaft, though fmall of Size, 
On Tip-toe ftalks, and all the World defies. 
But is he lefs ridiculous than you ? 
This too is certain, that in all you do, 
*^ You emulate Macenas^ Pomp and State, 
Though mean and low, affefting to be great. 
50 Once, in a Marfh, a Steer^ with lucklefe 
Tread, 
Left a whole Family of Froglings dead : 
One, who efcap'd, his Dam in plaintive Strain 
Accofts : * My Brothers a huge Beaft has flain.* 

"How 
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•^ How big ?" fhe afks, and ftrait begins to fwell ! 
** Say, did his Bulk, what now you fee, excell ?** 

• Yes, twice as much.' " What, bigger ftill ?" 

and tries [cries. 

To fwell ftill more. * Nay, fhould you burft,' he 

• Yet, Mother, you would ftill be lefs than he/ 
Here, Horace^ to the Life your Pifture fee \ 

5^ Add too of fcribbling Verfe your ftrange Defire^ 
Which is but heaping Fuel on the Fire. 
Sage you may be, if Bard was ever fage. 
Your 5* PaiEon I omit, your frantic Rage — 

Horace. ' 
Ceafc. 

Damasippus* 
Your 53 Attire, too coftly in its Kind 
For your Eftate — 

Horace. 
Good Damajippus^ mind 
Your own Affairs. 

Damasippus. 

Your wild Amours — 
Horace. 

Forbear ! 
And thou, more mad, my flighter Follies Tpare ! 

NOTES. 

The Moral of this Satire is excellent : And, as it it 
one of the longed, it is alfo one of the beil iu Horace, 

Dacier is of Opinion, that ihere is not a more lively 
and animated Dialogue even in Plati^ 

It 



i64 SATIRES 0/ HORACE, 

It appears, fays Sanadotty from the 185th Vcrfe, 
Scilicet ut plaufus^ quosfert Agrippa, ftrcu tu^ 
that it was written in the Year of Rome 710 ; Horace be- 
ing then thirty-one or thirty two Years old. 

1 Junius y or Lkinius^ Dumnfipptu was a Senator, and a 
Stoic Philolbpher. Before he attached himlelf to that 
Se61:, he had ruined his Fortune by dealing in Statues, 
and all Sorts of Antiques, 
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Saturnalibus.'} 

The Saturnalia were fome of the chief Fcafts among the 
Romans. Thsy began the fifteenth Day of December, 
and lafted three Days. Thofe, who reckon fe*ven Days, 
join with them the Sigiliaria, or Feaji of Statues^ which 
immediately followed. 

Rome^ at that Time, was a Scene of Lewdnefs and De- 
bauchery $ and the Streets echoed with the Songs of 
Drunkards. Hcrace^ who was a Lover of Quiet, gene- 
rally chofe to retire into the Country, where he paffed 
the Winter. 

* Such turbulent ExceiTes were certainly difagreeable 

* to a philofophic Mind. The Soul of IHiny was' (in like 
Manner) « formed for ftudious Privacy; and his Purfuits. 

* of Knowledge being frequently interrupted in his more 

* magnificent Apartments of Laurent i/ium, he raiftd an 

* additional Building at the End of his Gallery, as aa 
« Afylum to his Studies, and Sanfluary to his Spccula- 

* tions,. where he was never difturbed by the Mirth of 

* his Servants during thcfe licentious Feafts.' 

Earlo/COKKE, 
Horace was now at his Sabine Villa ; but he often fpent 
the Winter at Tarentum, See Epiftle Vll. Bo(^ I. He 
givesthe Reafon of this Preference in Ode Vi. Book IL 
Fer uhi longum, tepidufque prabet 
Jupiter brumas. 
The Spring is long, the Winter mild. 

3 Culpantur fruftra calami,"] Thus the Loiterers in Per- 
fiu (Satire IIL) apologize for themfelves j 

ICutfic qummuf crajfus calamo quodpendeat humor ^ Sec. 
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He takes the Parchment ; lays it down again. 
And with unwilling Fingers tries the Pen : 
Some peeviih Quarrel ftrait he ftrives to pick, 
His Quill writes double, or his Ink's too thick: 
Infiife more Water, Now 'tis grown fo thin. 
It finks 5 nor can the Charafter be feen. 

Dryden. 

In another Place ?erfiusy fpeaking of a flat and infipid 

Style, which lias coft the Author no Pains nor Studjr^ 

fays. 

Nee pluteum cadit^ nee demorfos faptt ungues* 
He neither beat the Culhion, nor his Nails 
Gnaw'd to the Quick. 
But ^ntilian juftly obferves, that fuch Contorfions 

make a. Scholar appear ridiculous in Company. 

4 Menander.l A Comic Poet of Athens y bom in the 
i«9th Olympiad^ 344. Years before Cbrifi, Plutareb iprt* 
£tn him to Arijiopbanes both for Judgment and Style. 
^rence, borrowed feveral Plays from him, and it is from 
the Character of the /{0M^i«, that we now judge of the 
Merit of the Grecian ^ Author* AriJIopbaneSy the Gram* 
marian, aOcs, < O Menander ^nd Nature, which of you 
have imitated the other V And Julius Cafar is faid to 
luive called Terenee^ * Half-Mf«^»^^.' He wi'ote an 
hundred and eight Comedie8> which are all lo(i, except 
feme beautiful Fragments, which have been lately well 
tranflated by Mr. f^'u;i^^/. 

5 ?laiQ.'\ The Chief of tlie Academic SefV, born at 
Atbetu in the 87 th Olympiad. He was the Scholar of 
Soerates. 

6 Arebilochus,'] A Creek Idmbie Poet, born at Paros^ 
in the third Olympiad. His Invedlives againft Lycamhes 
(who, aft'er having promifed him his Daughter in Mar- 
riage, gave her to another) were fo keen and fevere, 
that they made him hang himfelf. 

7 Eupolti.l One of the Writers of the Old Comedy. 
See Book 1. Sat. IV. 
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The Sirens were youngWomen, who dwelt in three finall 
lilands near Caprea, oppodte to the City of Surrentumt 
on the Campanian Sl^ore. The Ancients tell us, that 
thefe Sirens were Monilers, who devoured Travellers. 
But, in Truth, they were Courtezans^ who allured Men 
by their Beauty and the Charms of their Voice. 

Horace juftly flyles Slotb a Siren , (he is apt to benumb 
all our Faculties, and it requires great Refolutlon to . 
fliun, or ftrong Efforts to fpring from, her Arms. 

9 — — — S^uidquid vita meltore parajiiy 
Ponendum aquo animo^"] 
The Slothful may be rather faid to eat and drkit than 
to ii've. 

Seneca^ pafTnig by the Country-Houfe of Ser*viUus Vacioy 
who had retired thither to indulge himfelf in Idlenefs, 
pleafantly cried out ; (^acia bic Jitus efl. < Here ^acia 

* lies interred.' 

xo ■■ Do/tent ton/on,^ The Stole Philofbphers ' 

wore long Beards, and fet a great Value on tliem. On ' 
this Account Lucian fays, * That if the Wifdom of the 

* Philofophers is to be meafured by the Length of their 

* Beards, a Goat is wifer than any of them :' Which re- 
minds one of the Story of a certain Judge, who, think- 
ing to brow- beat one of tl}C Witneflcs, an old Country- 
man, by faying, < You, I fuppofe, have a Confcience 
« as long as your Beard,' received this witty Anfwer, 
« If Conlciences are to be meafured byBeards^ your Lord- 
« ftiip, I think, has none at all/ 

11 Sijyphus,'] He means the eld Sijyphus^ the Son of 
JEolus, who founded Corinth. A Cauldron, ufed by SiJ}" 
pbusy muft have been at leaft thirteen hundred Years 
old. 

12 Callidus huicji^ne, &c.] The Word callidus here 19 • 
pleafant $ he was fo cunning, that he ruined himfelf» 

DaCI£R. 

I doubt, this may be applied to many a modern Con^ 

noijfeur. 

13 Operto capite.] Thofe, who devoted them-- 

felves to Death, covered their Heads, to fignify that, 
irom that Moment, they renounced ail Thoughts of 

Lift* 
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Life, by thus depriving themfelves of the Light of Hea» 
ven, as far as it was in their Power. Properly fpeaking, 
it was a religious Aft. For they covered their Heads, ta 
fignify to the Infernal Gods, that they would not behold 
any thing which might diihirb the Sacrifice they had 
refolved to make of themfelves. Dacier. 

This Cuftom feems to explain the Intention of Cafar 
in covering his Head with his Kobe, when he beheld 
Brutus among the Con fpira tors. From that Moment he 
devoted himlelf as a Viftim to the Infernal Gods, to 
fecure the Peace and Happinefs of the Roman People. 
Thus underftood, it gives great Luftre and Dignity to 
tlYtf Conclufion of his Life. D. 

14. ^.^^-^Pudorf tnquity te malus urget,"] Men are too often 
allured from the Paths of Virtue by a falfe Shame^ 

Simplicius^ therefore, in his Commentary on Bpi3itus, 
cries out 5 

* How extravagant a thing it is to continue mad, for 
« Fear of being thought fo by thofe, who arc really mad 
« themfelves P 

. 1^ — Infanum Cbryfippi porticus, & grex 
Jutumat.] See Book I. Satire HI. 

16 Fufius,'] In the Tragedy of Hecuba, or Ilione, (writ- 
ten by AcciusJ the Gholr of Poljdore is fuppofed to have 
appeared to his Mother Hecuba fleeping in her Bed at 
Midnight ; but Fujius (who a6Ved Hecuba) was fo dead 
drunk that he could not be w jked by Polydore (Catienus) 
and the Clamours of all the Pit, crying out, after him. 
Mater, te appello. The Lines in Accius, as quoted by 
Tulij, run thus : 

Mater, te appello, tu quafomno curam fufpenfam Irvas^ 
Neque te met miferet 5 furge,fepeli natum, 
Priufquamfer^, *uotucre/quef Sec. 
Pofydore had been put to Death by Polymnfftor, King of 
7 brace, to whofe Care he had been entrufted by his Pa- 
rents. See r/r<. JEn. III. 

In the Original it is, by Way of Exaggeration, ttvo 
bumdred tbmfand \ and feveral Copies read Fufius inilead 
of Fufius. 

I y Thtrc were two Anticyr as ', one in Pbocis, near the 
Cuif oi Comtbi the other was near Mount Oeta, in 

Ibefaiy. 
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neffalj. The beft Hellebore grew in the laft ; but iC 
was more fkilfully prepared in the former. On which 
Account the Phyiicians fent their Patients to the Anti^ 
€yra of Pbtcis* 

ig ...-i.i..-ii^i-«i-.» Omnis enim res, 
Firfusyfamat &€.] 
Steriiftius here exhibits the Sentiments of StaberluSf who 
thought Wealth the chief Good ; and he afcribes th& 
fame Properties to that, which the Stoics afcribed to 
Virtue. Dacibr. 

It would be thought ftrange to fee any Scholar apply 
thefe Lines, as if they contained the real Sentiments of 
Horace. And yet we every Day fee or hear Pafl'ages of 
Holy Writ no lefs tortured, and confidently applied, 
without any Regard to the Context. t 

jp ■ ^UJimile iJH 

Gracus Artftipfus ?} 
Ariftippus was a Difciple of Socrates, and Founder of the 
Cyrenaic Sect. He frequented tlie Coiuts of Princes, and 
loved to fare delicioufly. He lived about the 96th Oiym" 
fiati. He had a happy Talent at Repartee. 

20 Horace probably refers here to fome Anecdotes well 
known in thofe Times, though the Particjalars are not 
come down to us. But the Perfon,,who poifoned his 
Mother, feems to have been Sca^va, who was mentioned 
in the firft Satire of this Book, ver. 53; 

■■ ■ I Scava 'vi'vacem crede nepoti 

Matrem, &c. 

His long-liv'd Mother truft to Scava^s Care. ••- 

' 21 ■ Tantum maledicit utrique, &c.] It is evident 

that Horace here follows a different Tradition from Eu- 
ripides. Otherwife he could not have faid, that OreJIes^ 
alter having killed his Mother, did nothing blameable, 
fiiice he then attempted to kill Helen^ and for a long 
Time held his Dagger at the Throat of Hermione : Sor 
does he give provoking Language to Pylades in the Tra" 
gedy. It is probable, therefore, that the Hijftory of 
Orrjits was adtcd on tiie Roman Stage, as here reprefenj:ed. 

11 JuiU 
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%t . ■ ■■ ■ Ju^t quodjpierjida hilisJ] The JpUndid BiU 
IS tht jello-iu Gall, which is more {hining than the blaek, 
and inclines Men to Madnefs j whereas tiie black Gall is 
apt to produce Melanclioly. Dacier. 

I rather think, that the Words are to be underftooi 
metaphorically i (as here tranflated,) and intimate the/^o/»- 
pous Styk, with which the Tragic Bard adorns the PaiTioa 
of OrB/les, 

23 Craterus was an eminent Phyfician in the Time of 
Auguftus, Cicero mentions him in his Letters to Auicus. 
Commovet me Attica , etfi ajfentior Crater o : And, in another 
Letter, De Attica doleo ; credo tamen Cratero, 

44. In cicere,] This Grain, from the Culture of which 
Cicero derived his Surname, wa* in all Ages of the Re- 
public in great Requelt with the meaner People ; beingj^ 
one of the ufual Largeflfes bellowed upon them by the 
Rich, and fold every where in the Theatres and Streets 
ready parched or boiled for prefent Vk, Thus Horace^ 
ill Art. Poet. 249. 

Necfi quidfriSi ciceris probat et nucis emptor, 

MiDDLETON. 

*5 ^S^'^PP^ ^^^s the moft eminent Man of that Time. 
He was one of the chief Favourites of Au^ujlusy who gave 
liim firft his Niece in Marriage 5 and, after her Death,, 
bis Daughter Julia, He died in the Year of Rome 74.z, 
Horace being fifty -five Years old. Augufius himfelf pro- 
nounced his funeral Oration ; and, though he had a 
Family Vault in the Field of Mars^ he ordered his Urn to 
be dcpofjted in his own. 

25 — — Leoftem.] Agrippa is here juftly compared to a 
Lion. Horace has done Jullice to his Valour and great 
Exploits in Book L Ode VI. 

• 27 We have here a new Scene. Stertimus, after having^ 
ihown, by thefe apt Stories of^Opimius and Ser'vius Oppi^ 
dins J the Folly of A'varice and Extra^uagance, returns to 
Others, whom he had propofed to bring upon the Stage, 
As he had infinuated that Ambition is a Species of Mad- 
nefs not inferior to thofe already cenfured, he addrefles 
himfelf here to >fc«»7^w»ow, who was ft^led the King of 

Vol. HI. ^ X IGftgs^ 



170 SATIRES ef HORACE, 

Kings ; and thus attacks Ambilion in its Head-Qiiarters. 
For if it is a Folly in fo great a Prince, what fhall we 
think of it, when indulged by a private Perfbn ? Horace 
pafles from one Article to anotlier, without giving us ' 
Notice of it j and fo this Scene leems to be abruptly in- 
troduced. And yet it is naturally connected with what 
precedes. It is only the Turn, and the Vivacity of the 
A6bon, which makes it appear detached. 

Stertinius had propofed to fhow, that the Ambitious are 
no lefs mad than the Mifers. To prove this Point, he 
brilkly, and at once, attacks Agamcntnoft ; and demon - 
ftrates by this Example, that Ambition tranfports Men 
to fucK a Height of Madnefs, as to facrificc their very 
Children to footh their Vanity. 

Stertinius ftill fpeaks, and reviews the various Kinds of 
Madmen, one after another, as he had propofed in his 
Sum mons, f^os or dine adite, ' D a c i E R . 

Notwithftanding this Apology is very ingenious, and 
has fome Foundation in Truth j yet it were to be wi(hed, 
that the Connection had been more clear and explicit. 

28 Maxime Regu?n^ &:c.] The Greeks^ and all the People 
. of the Eeft, began their AdtlrefTes to Princes by Wi(hes 
for their Health and BenedicHons. This PalTage is an 
Imitation of thofe Lines in the lliady where Cbryfis de- 
mands his Daugl.ter of Agamemnon^ 

'ffjiTv ^h ^Bo\ Sec. 

So may th' immortal Gods your Caufe befriend ; 
So may you Pr:am's lofty Bulwarks burn, 
And rich in gathered Spoils to Greece return ! 

TiCKELt. 

•29 Cur Ajax — futrefcit P] This alludes to that PafTage 
in a^pbpcies, in which be i'eigns tha: Agarnemnon would 
not coiifent thr^t /ijax (b.ould r.ccive the Honours of a 
Burial, tlKuigh at lafl he lubmkted to the prefling In- 
treaties of Jeucer, 

30 Gaudeat ut fofulus Priami, &c.] This is alfo an Imi- 
tation of a Paffage in the firft Itiad, in the Speech of 
Neftor', 

Alas 



v^^ 
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Alas for Greece ! he cries, and what with Joy 
Shall Priam hear, and every Son of Troj ! 

TiCKELL. 

31 MtlUo^iim, &c.] After the Arms of Achilles had 
been adjudged to UlyffeSy fo deep a Melancholy feized 
yijax, as turned his Head. One Night, in a Fit of it, 
he fell upon a Flock of Sheep, and thought he was kill- 
ing Agamemnov, MeKelaus, and the other Grecian Gene- 
rals : And he drove Oxen into his Tent as fo many Pri- 
foners j among whom he took Ulyfes to be one. 

This occafioned the following Line in JuvenaVs four- 
teenth Satire j 

Hie, bove percujfoj mugire Agamemnona credits 

When with his mighty Arm he ftruck an Ox, 
He fancy 'd Agamemnon low'd ■ 

2 2^ ■ ahjiinuit ^vim 

Uxore & rtatOy Sec. 
He neither hurt bis Wife Tecmefa, nor his Son Eury/aces, 
On the contrary, he addrefl'^s bimlelf to them with great 
Mildnefs and Compofure j as may be leen in the Ajax of 
Sophocles, where he orders his Boy, then very young, to 
be brought in, and t)ius accofls him j 

May'fl: thou, my Son, be happier than thy Sire ! 

In all Things elfe be like him— 
r/r^/A has imitated this Paflbge in his 12th JEneidg 
%vliere Mnecu thus accolls Afcanius ; 

Difce, puer, <virtuiem ex me^ njerumque laborem 5 

loriunam ex aliis. 

Virtue, my Son, and Labour learn from Me j 

Succefs from others 

33 ^^i /pedes alias <veriy &c.] Sanadon thus reads^ and 
points this Paflage j 

^i [pedes alias 'verifccledfque, tumult u 
termijlas capiet, commotus habebiiur 
By alias he underftands different, or oppofjte\ and by 
tumultu the Difordir of the FaJJions. * He who, blinded 
* by his Pallions, confounds the diftin6l Ideas of Virtue 
« and Vice, Good and Evif, diould be deemed a Madman.' 
I % Thif 
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This, fays Dacier^ is a Divine Sentiment* Accordln^^ 
to this Definition, Madnefs is either an Error of the 
Underftanding, or a Depravity of the Will, So ver. 43 • 

S^em malafiultitia it'^infcitia *verr 
Citcum agit. ■ 

Stert'mius docs not give Agamemnon an Opportunity to 
explain the Reafons of his Conduft, becaufe he already 
knew what they were. He might have urged, « That 

* the Goddefs Diana had commanded Uhigenia to b(p 

* iacrificed 5 that otherwife the Grecian Fleet muft have 
« remained Wind-bound, and could not have failed for 

* Troy ; that private Claims fhould fubmit to public s 

* and therefore, that he ought to lofe the Father in the 
« King.' But the Philofophcr thought all thefe Reafons 
weak and inconclufive. He knew, the King conftrued 
that which was only the EfFeft of his own Vanity and 
Ambition, as proceeding from a Zeal for Religion and 
the Love of his Subje6ts j and that, if he had been dif« 
paffionate, he would have underilood, that God cannot 
delight in the Blood of Mankind : And therefore, inftead 
of taking the Oracle in the literal Senfe of the Words, 
he would, by the common Principles of Reafon, have 
apprehended, that the Meaning of it was, to divert him 
from a Voyage and Enterprize, which, in its Confequen- 
ces, would prove fatal both to hirafelf and to his Family, 

Stertinius forms a truer Judgment of Agamemnon'^ Mo- 
tive than thole, who, like Lucrefius, afcribe it to Super* 
itition only. It was Ambition^ which lurked in his Heart, 
and concealed itfelf under the Pretext of Religion. He 
was deceptus cupidinefalfo^ as Horace fpeaks in his firft Sa- 
tire. None but a Stoic could have traced the Labyrinths 
of his Heart, and removed that fpecious Veil which 
covered his Ambition. Dacier. 

34. .-.— fcelus ob titulos admiitis inanes.'\ Such as 72f£ 
King of Kings f The Light of the Grecians, fbe Conqueror of 
Barbarians, 

35 5/ quis leQicd nitidam gefiare amet agnam^ &c.] 
Horace happily makes ufe of this agreeable Simile, which 
was necelVary to temper Stertinius" % Lefture, the Subjeft 
of which is harfh and fevere \ And in this his Addrefs is 
admirable. 

The 
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The Images made ufe of by the Poet bear a great Re- 
Ibmblance to thofe of the Prophet Nathan^ in his Parable 
to Davidy 1 Sam, iZhsi^. XII. But the poor Man badnotbmg 
fave one Itttle E'we-Lamb^ <wbicb he bad bought and nourtjbeds 
And tt gre<w up together nvitb him and bis Children 3 it did eat 
tf bis o*wn Bread, and drank of bis oivn Cup, and lay in bis 
Bofom, and was unto him as a Daughter. 

36 I inter di^o buic omne adimat jus 
Pnetor, et ad/anos abeat tutela propimuos,] 

Xerxes prefented a gold Bracelet to a beautiful Plane- 
Tree, and appointed ofte of his own Guards conftantly 
to attend it. See Herodotus, B. VII. In like manner 
the Emperor Caligula built a ftately Houfe for his Horfe, 
furniflied it withitfoods, appointed Slaves to attend him, 
&c, and named him Conlul. See his Life by Suetoniusy 
Chap. LV. According to the rational Do6lrine of Sti.)- 
iimus, they both ought to have been treated as Luiutits, 
dep|■i^^ed of Power, couSned, &c. 

37 ■ S^tfi fceUratus, 
Etfuriojus ^'-i/.] 

This Sentiment is no lefs excellent than that which 
Dacier declares to be Divine. 

38 Clodius, the Son of Mfopus, the celebrated Tragc- 
diauy was^ hke his Father, extremely luxurious and ex- 
travagant. Thus Plif^ : * Antony and Cleopatra fball not 

* carry the Prize, but (hall lofe the Glory of being pre- 

* eminent in Luxury. For, before their Time, Clodius, 

* the Son o£ AE/op, the Tragedian, being left Heir to his 

* immenfe Wealth, had done the fame at Rome with 

* Pearls of great Price j fo that Antony has no Right to be 

* proud of his Triumvirate, fince one, who vras little bet- 

* ter than a Stage-Player, could vie with him $ who had 

* laid no Wager, but, in a more princely Manner, did it 

* merely for the Gloiy of knowmg how Pearls tailed ; 

* and when he found them to be very delicate, (not be- 
« ing willing to be fingular in his Pleafures,) he enter- 
« tamed every one of his Guefts alfo with a Pearl.' B. II. 
Ch. 25. 

39 This Story is related by Diogenes Laertius, and 
#thert, PoUmon afterwards fuccecded his Miller Xeno- 

I 3 cratt4 
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trates h\ his School, in the Year 31^ before the Birth of 
our Saviour, and was the third after Plaio. Fiaio, Pfeu- 
^ppus^ XenocraUSy Polemon, 

40 See Terence*^ Eumicb, at the Beginning. ' 

41 This was looked upon as an Omen of Succefs in 
Lcvc. Even we Chriilians have many fuch Whims. Sec 
the Conmifjlury Vol. 11. No. 56. 

Exccrf^em fimin/2^ • Taking out the Seeds, or Kernels.' 
Mr. Fratuis tranftates it thus j 

When from the Roof the darted Pippins bound. 
He was probably led into this Miilake by the Word P.e- 
pins (Kernels) in Dacier's Tranflation. 

42 » Comf^ita,'] Au^ifius had ordered the T.ares, or 
Koufliold-Gods, to be worftiipped in the Cix)rs-ways. 

43 The following Chnrm, ftill pri6tifcd by the good 
People oi K\.-jrfi/}jir£ for the Cuil or the Sciaiica^ (wii'ch 
they ca'l t-ie Bofit-Jtn<vi\) and t^r.n ihv alnioil infallibl-, 
'v^ ill fliow, that we are not le£ jci^^wilritious than the old 

• i lie TaLient jraifl Wt on Lis Eack, on the Bank of a 

* Kiver, or Brcok, with a itrait bratl^ by his Sulc, between 
' him L'Dcl the Water, andmufl have tlie toliowingWoid* 

• repeated over him ; 

*■ Eone'fhave right; 

* Jbo.it-lhavc ftrait; 

* As the Water runs by the Stave, 
< Good for .'ionc-mave. 

In ibc NumCi Sec. 

^4 — ■ I . Mafer cfelira 7iecabif, Sec ] 

Jii'jencAy in his fixth Satire, treats the Superftition of 
the it^fahsfct^on : 

Thr.t ^ex is iKill obnoxious to the Prieft. 

Th;o>i£^h ys they beat, and plunge into tl>e Streams- 

If ^^ I lie God bus warn'd 'em in a Dream. 

Dryden. 

4^ , — :: tim re Deerum.'] The Ancients defined 

.S".-.;. ij}:ri:^;i by the L read (.f jke Cods. So ti.oroiighly were- 
th'.y coiivinctd, that the true Wprfhipof God mult con- 
fift in the i-ove, and not in theFear, of him. Dacier. 

4.6 H(fracs 
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46 Horace here alludes to that Fable of ^E/o^/ which 
fuppofes, that every Man carries two Wallets; that 
which hangs bcfrre containing the Vices of others, and 
that which hangs behind filled with his own \ by which 
Means, thofe are eafily leen, while thefe are over- 
looked. 

47 A^a^ve^ after (lie had torn her Son Pentbeus in Pieces 
for defpifing the Rites oi Baichus^ was To far from being 
confcious that (he had committed a Crime, or done any 
thing wrong, that (lie carried his Head on the Point of 
her Spear, as if it had been the Head of a wild Boar, 
whom Ihe had (lain. 

Euripides has finely treated this SubjeS in his Bac^ 
cba7it€s, 

48 l^Mrho was a celebrated Gladiator, of fmall Size and 
Stature. 

49 An quodcunque facit MaceKas, Sec,"] We fondly imi- 
tate thofe whom we admire. 'I'his Reproach would 
therefore naturally confirm the Love and AflTt^lion of 
his Patron Macenas for him. 

50 Abfentis r/ina pnlils, Szc"] This Fable is not in tl.>e 
prefent Colliclion which pafies under the Name of yj^jlp. 
But we find it in. i'bo'drus, who wrote foon after Horace, 
The Circumd '.r.oes are there fomewhat varied. He fay?, 

♦ that a Frog b held a Bull in a Meadow j and, envying 
•* his Bulk, puii'ed out her Body, i^i order to imitate 

* him,"' &:c. But Horact^ Manner of telling it is more 
lively. 

51 AdJe pocmata ttunc, &c.] The Stoics condemned 
Poetry abfolutcly. JUit there is (bmetliing droll in this 
Paflage. DaiKofn pus, who here cenfures Poets with fo 
much Severity, forgets that at the Beginning of this 
very Satire he reproached Horace for not entertaining 
the Public with Verfe, and exhorted him to write again 
as ufu:d. 

This Contridiflion gives us a lively Image of the 
Temper of Mankind, who now condemn what they ap- 
plauded the Moment before ; who judge only by Caprice, 
and have as many diiferent Rules of judging, as there 
1 4, are 
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a|re different Degrees of Heat aud Fire in their Imagia:t« 
lions. Dacibr. 

51 Non dico bornndam rahiem.'] Horace was pafnonate^ 
and eafily provoked : Irafci ceUr^ as he himfelf owns. 
€ee Epiltlc XX. Book I. The Suics profeffcd Pa- 
tience. 

53 ■ Cultum 

Majonm anfu,^ 

He loved to go elegantly drefled, and was fond of 
gay Cloalhs. This Tafte he had contrafted from the 
Manner of his Education. What that was, he tells us 
in Book I. Sat. VI. 



Ffftem fer<vofque fequentes 



In magno utpopulofi quis 'vUiffet, a^vitd 
Ex re prAbertjumitus mibi crederet ilhs, 

Vtr. 78. & fcq. 

Rut the Stoics f like owv fakers, afFedVcd u Sim: Ikity 
iii /iicir Habit, and wore nothing but v\hat v\as abioluttly 
xiecclTary. 

This Satire would, perhaps, have appeared more lively 
and animated, if the Dialogue liad pafTed between Ster» 
iinius and Horace, inltead of Steriinius and Damafppus ; 
but then he would have deprived himfelf of his de- 
fenfive Aims, and could not have retorted, That the 
Philofopber was guilty of greater Faults than thofe 
with which he charged the Poet. By which it is evi- 
dent, that there was a good deal of Art and Addrefs ia 
ki^ Coudud. 
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S A T I R E IV. 

By Mr. J. Duncombe. 

^Jf Dialogue hetween Horace and CatiuS, an 
Epicurean Pbilofophery on the Art of Cookery* 

Horace. 
CAY, Catiusy whence and whither? 

C AT lU $• 

No Delay, 
My Friend, I beg; no Time have I to ftay : 
Eager to treafure in my penfive Mind 
Some Maxims new ; and, truft me, you will find 
That not Pythagoras^ nor Socrates^ 
Nor PlatQ^ felf, e'er gave fuch Rules are thefe. 

Horace, 
I crave your Pardon. 'Twas indeed a Crime 
To break your Chain of Thought at fuch a Time* 
But you, who^ both by Nature and by Art, 
Can all the Rules of Memory impart. 
Will foon unite the broken Links again. 

C a T lu $• 
All I had heard I labour'd to retain. 
Fine arc the Precepts, and as finely told. 

Horace. 
Your Author's Name, I pray you, firft unfold, 
A Foreigner or Native ? 

Is Catius» 



ft 
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C AT I U S. 

I conceal 
His Name 5 his Preeeptt freely I'll reveal. 

I Long Eggs prefer to round 5 with richer Juice 
They always fwell,and Cocks theirYolks produce. 

*More fweet the Cale that grows in fandyFields 
Thin what our City Soil, well-water'd, yields. 

Should an unlook'd-for Gueff drop in at Night, 
Thus learn to footh his craving Appetite : 
In Wine and Water dip your Fowl alive ; 
For thence the Flefh will Fendernefs derive. 

3 The Meadow-Muihroom you may fafely prize j 
But often in the others Poifon lies. 

The Man who eats, 4 when Dinner-time is o'er,. 
Ripe Mulb'ries, gathered from the Tree, before 
Too fiercely rage the fcorching folar Rays, 
Will pafs, fecure of Health, the Summer Days.. 

Let not Aufidiui' Morning-draught be thine ! 
With Honey fweeten'd, harlh Federnian Wine 
He quafF'd ; but to thy empty Veins alone 
Let Liquors fmooth, like lenient Mead, be known.. 

Pound Cockle-fhells,.whenCoftivenef3 prevails. 
And with Dwarf- forrel mix and Juice of Snails y 
Then failing drink it in white Coan Wine : 
So your heard Bowels will no more repine. 

5 With growing Moons the loosening Shell- 
fifh fwell : 
The nobler Kinds not in all Occarx^ dwell. 

The 
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The fweeteft Oyfters we at Circe take. 
But far the largefl: in the Lucrine Lake. 
Cray-filh Mifenum^s Promwtory love. 
While Cockles foft TarentunCs Coaft approve^ • 

What boots it th^at the choiceff Fifli you buy^ 
Unlefs with critic Tafte yoi» well defcry , 
Which needs moft Sauce, ' which leaft, and thus 

excite, 
By various Means, the languid Appetite ? 

The Boar (if you're difpleas'd with flabby Food J 
Who crunches Acorns in the Umbrian Wood, 
On your wide Dift may fpread his ample Size ;. 

6 Thofe which in Marflies feed we never prize* 

Kids, which inVineyards browze, forbear to eat.. 

7 The Wings of pregnant Hares are dainty Meat.. 

None before Me could by their Tafte engage 
To know of Fifli and Fowl the Kind and Age* 

To mold the brittle Pafte is paltry Fame, 
And far too trivial all our Care to claim : 
As if, though richcft Wines your Cellars ftore. 
Yet on your P'iih you ftiukingOyl fliould pour. 

Expofe your MaJJic when the Skies are clear ; 
If dreggy, 'twill be purg'd by nightly 'Air, 
And loie that Odour which the Spiiits waftes; 
But through fine Linnen ftrain'd it vapid taftcs. 

He, who, his grofs Fal€r7iian. to refine. 
Pours oil the flimy Lees Surrentim V/inc, ^ 

I 6 ' Should 
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Should with the Liquor mix a Pigeon's Eggs j 
The falling Yolk prccipiutes the Dregs. 

Shrimps, Cockles, to thcTafte new Relifh lend: 
* Lettuce, 'tis true, I dare not recommend j 
So cold, it damps the loaded Appetite : 
^ut your ftaunch Topers their dull Tafte excite 
With Ham or Chitterling, and fome require 
A Saufage, reeking from a Tavern-Fire. 

Two Sorts of Sauce deferve your utmoft Care; 
With Oyl alone the fimpleft we prepare : 
Both Wine and 9 Caviare too the other boafts, 
(Caviare, the Produce of Byzantium's CoaftsJ 
And ihredded Herbs and Saffron ; let it boil. 
And, when it cools, infufe Venafrian Oyl. 

With Form and BeautyTOwr's Fruits are grac'd, 
But thine, Picenum^ have a richer Tafte. 

Pots to preferve Venuftds Grape provide ; 
But in the Smoke the A9um may be dry'd. 
The Roman Cooks this Grape before each Gueft, 
With Apples, Salt and Pepper, at a Feaf^ 
To place on fep'rate Plates by Me were taught 5 
Caviare and Pickles into Ufe I brought. 

Mohftrous the Fault to crowd 10 the vagrant 
{So dearly purchased) in a fcanty Difli I \^'^ 

The fimpleft Fare a Zeft from Neatnefs gains : 
It turns one's Stomach when your Boy diftains 
The Glafs with grealy Fingeis ; or when Duft 
yVnd Mold youi ancient Goblet's Brim ijficruft, 

H^vr 
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How finall of Mats and Rubbers is the Price ! 
But Oh ! of fuch Negleft how great the Vice ! 
Who with a greafy Broom an inlaid Floor 
Would fweep, or fpread a purple Carpet o'er 
An unwafh'd Couch ? The lefs fuch Trifles claim 
Of Care and Coft, the more will be your Blame. 
Thofe Cates which, fave among the Great, are 

rare. 
With much more Credit you might juftly fpare»- 

Horace. 
" By all the Gods and Friendfliip, I engage 
Your Promife, Catius, to this learned Sage 
To lead me ftrait, wherever he may live ', 
. Though juftly you tranflate, it fure muft give 
Much more Delight th* Original to hear [Air, 
Fr©m his own Mouth, and mark his Voice and 
This Circumftance, though high in my Efteem, 
To you, becaufe enjoy 'd, may trifling feem, 
I, by the Love of facred Science led, 
Woul J quaff her Waters at the Fountain-head. 



NOTES. 

The Commentators are of Opinion, that the Defign of 
Horace^ in this Satire, is to ridicule both Catius and his 
culinary Precepts, Whether juftly ornot, is fubmitted 
to the Reader's Judgment. Perhaps, he did not cont^cma 
the Riiles themfelves, at leaft in the main j and intended 
only to railly that Air of Importance with wiuch the Sage 
delivers them. 

It is pleafant to obferve, how widely different the 
Tafte of the FrfncJf is from that of the Ramans, as will 

partly 
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partly appear from the following Remarks taken froot 
Dofier. In rome of thefe Points tl>e En^lilh Reader will 
probably fubfcribe to the Do6lrine of Caiius, 

1 Longa ^uibus fades o'vis.'] The round Eggs are the beft 
and contain the Male Embryo. DACifiR. 

a CaulefuhurhaioJ] Paltadio and ourGardeners think the 
Cale, or Colewort,wbich flouriflies in Gardens near the 
City, where the Ground is dunged, and often watered, 
preferable to that which grows on dry Land, in fpite of 
Catius and t'liny. DacieR* 

3 — Pratcftjikus optima fuw^is 
Natura efi\ alih mat} creditu.r.'\ 

It is true that fome Muftirooms are very pernicious ; and 
whole Families have loft their Lives by eating of them ;, 
but thofe of this poifonous kind grow as often in Mea-» 
dows as in Woods. Dacier. 

4 •.—. nigiis prandia morii 
Finiet,'] 

It is more wholefome to eat Fruit before Dinner, and 
with an empty Stomach. Dacier. 

5 Lubrica nafcenies implent conchjHa luna. ] 

It is a Miftake,' though vouched by Antiquity, to fay 
that Shell filh increafe with the Moon. 

6 laurens malus eft, ulvis et ar undine pinguis,"] 

The- Boar, like our common Swine, delights in Water, 
and to wallow in the Mire. Therefore, the Flefh of 
thofe fo bred rasift be better than that of others who ar© 
fed with Mull and Acorns on dry Ground. Dacier. 

,Our Critic, it feems, would have preferred the Pork of 
the Diflillers to that of the Country. 

7 Texcundi leporis fapiens feBabitur armos,'] 
The Wings of Hares are alfo fei-ved up as a dainty Difh 
at the Fealt of Rujus Nnfidienus: See Satire VIII . of this 
Book. But Dfdcier fays, < Nobody ever thought the 
* IVin^s preferable to the B.^ck.' He feems to have forgot 
the Proverb, De guftibus non eji difputandum, 

% — — laSuca 
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. laBuca hnatat acri 



Poft 'vinum Jiomacho.'] 
Lettuce, being naturally cold, is proper after a Debauch. 
It difperfes the Fumes of the Wine, and tempers the 
Heat of the Stomach occafioned by it. Dacier. 

9 Muria,'] Ca'uiare, or Cainar, is the Roe, or Eggs, of 
the Sturgeon, taken out, falted, and dried in the bun 
or by the Fire. To he good, it fiiould be of a reddifh 
brown Colpur, and very dry. 'I is eat with Oyl and 
Lemon 5 fometimes with Vinegar. Some eat it alone 
with Bread j and others only as a Sauce, or Pickle, like 
Anchovies. Chambers. 

10 Anguftoquc vzgospifies ttrgere Cftifto,'} 

Mr. Francis jultly obferves, that he probably meant here 
to play upon the Words 'vaj^os and angvfio ; q. d. < It is a 
< wjcked thing to imprifon the ^uagrant Fiflies in a narro'm 
• Difti.' This is what we call a Conceit. We find an In* 
ftance of the like kind in Epittle XVIII. Book I. 

Nic retinent patulae commijfa fidelittr aures. 
Open Ears can never be retenti've, 

11 DoBe Catty &c.] 

This laft Speech is ironical. Horace finding, by his Air 
and Manner, that Catius himfelf was the Author of thefc 
profound Maxims, raillies him very agreeably. 



SATIRE 
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SATIRE V. 

Ulysses and Tiresias. 
, By Isaac Pacatus Shaiid> Efq% 

Ulysses. 
«'/^NE Boon, V/r^^j, more 5 the Means declare 

How I my fhatter'd Fortune may repair I 
You fmile, methinks. 

Tiresias. 

What ! not content, once more 
To fee your Houlhold-Gods, and native Shore I 

Ulysses. 
Naked and poor muft I return, you fay. 
And to the Suitors find my Realms a Prey ; 
Virtue, you know, unerring Seer, and Birth> - 
Without a good Eftate, are little worth. 

Tiresias. 
Since Poverty you feem fo much to dread. 
The Ways Til (how you, which to Riches lead : 
If one, both old and wealthy, near you live. 
Send him what Game and Prefents you receive ; 
And let the daintieft Fruits, your Grounds affprd^^ 
Ere ofFer'd to the Gods, adorn his Board : 
What, though h6 be a Fugitive, forfworn, 
Stain'd with a Brother's Blood, ignobly born. 
Be ready to attend at every Call, 
And always give him, with Refpeft, the Wall. 

Ulysses* 
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Ulysses. 
I, with the Firft accuftom'd to contend, 
Shall I a Scoundrel's Side from Dirt defend ? 
In Anns a different Part at Troy I bore, 

TiRESlAS. 

That haughty Soul will ever keep you poor, 

Ulysses. 
More have I borne ; my Spirit Til fiibduc. 
What Courfe then to be rich muft I purfue ? 

T I R E s I A s. 
For Wills of rich old Dotards lie in wait ; 
Though rome,more fubtle, nibbling fliun the Bait, 
Defpair not, but ftill catry on your Flan, 
And take in all the Bubbles that you can. 
If, with his Betters, a rich Knave contend. 
Whatever the Caufe, if Childlefs, ftand his Friend : 
Rejefl the jufter Side, the purer Life, 
If there be Children, or a fruitful Wife : 
^intius or Publius call him ; Names like thefe^ 
Vain, empty Coxcombs wonderfully pleafe : 
Say, * Virtue of my Friendfhip is the Caufe ; 

* Than I, none better underftand the Laws : 

< I, ere the World fhall you, my Friend, defpifc^ 

* Or of one -Mite deprive, will lofe thefe Eyes : 

* Go home, indulge, of yourdear Health takeCarc, 

* I will myfelf condufl: the whole Affair.* 
Pcrfift, the greateft Hardfhips undergo, 

» Though Furius on the Jlps fpits hoary Snow, 

Witfe 
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With out-ftrctch'd Paunch, or with Autumnal 

Heats 
The new-made Statues raging Slrius fph'ts. 

See, a By-ftandcr jogs him, and commends 
Your ZeaK and Putirncc, to affift your Friends. 
You, by fuifh Wiles, frefli Dupes will daily get. 
And. Shoals of Gudgeons fcon will fill your NeU 

Ltil you, fufpecced, fhould yowriclf betray^ 
If, to the Childlcfs oiily. Court you. pay, 
Stiive lo invLi^;le, with oincio us Care, 
Some ric!\ old Alan, who has a puny Heir; 
This f-Hom tails -y for if the Child (hould die,. • 
Y.ju niiy, as fecond IJcir, his Lofs fupply. 

If a Friend offer you his Will to read. 
Seem to refufe, and turn afide y»ur Head ; 
But to the Bottom glance your Eye, to fee 
If you fole Heir, or join'd with others, be. 
A fubtle Scribe, as future Times will flioW;^ 
Shall artfully delude a gaping Crow i 
Naftca by Coranus fhall be bit, 

Ulysses. 
Mere Banter, Riddles, or a frantic Fit. 

TiRESIAS. 

a Whate'er I fay, or fliall, or fhall not be ; 
This Knowledge Phoebus has conferred on Mc, 

Ulysses. 
If lawful, what this Story means explain. 

TiRESIAS. 

When, from £neas fprung, a Prince fhall reign, 

Who 
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'Who will, o'er Sea and Land, extend his Fame, 
And make the Parthian tremble at his Name j 
Then 4 fhall Naftca^ loth his Debts to pay. 
His Daughter to Coranus yield a Prey : 
Cor anus {hall in treat him to perufe 
His Will ; Nafica (hall at firft refufe. 
At length comply ; but fhall find nothing there. 
Left to himfelf or Daughter, but Defpair. 

But to proceed; fhould any of his Train 
O'er the 1 ich Dotard an Afcendant gain, 
Tell thtiii how much you are their Mafter'sFriend^ 
If them you win, they you will recommend : 
The vOi'.LWorks to fubdue may anfwer well ; 
'Tio Dt iter ftill to ftorm the Citadel : 
Confuii: .;is Tafte ; if he love Verfes, praise 
Wi.h LLflafy the Blockhead's wVetc;ied Lays ; 
Prtvcnt hio Wiih, if he a Wencher be. 
And introduce him to Penelope. 

Ulysses. 
None fure could one fo chafle, fo prudent, gain^ 
Whom to feduce the Suitors il.ove in vain. 

TiRESIAS. 

5 The frugal Youths were fonder of good Cheer 
Than of the Dame, who held her Charms too dear : 
But if the Queen, whom y u cftctm fo chuftc. 
The Sweets of an Amour like this fiiould tafte. 
And with you fliare the rich old Letcher's Gold, 
Sooner than flie, a Leech would quit his Hold. 

At 
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At TTubeSj a Beldani dwelt, in Times of yore. 
Who dead, with Oyl would be anointed o'er. 
And, on his naked Back, enjoin'd her Heir, 
Thus to tlie Grave her flippery Coarfe to bear: 
Alive, he always ihick to her fo clofe. 
When dead, fhe hop'd t' efcape him, I fuppofc. 

Great Circumfpeflion ufe in your Addrefs ; 
Be not too fheepifh, nor too forward prefs ; 
Nor always hold your Tongue, nor always prate; 
StifF and four Tempers the Loquacious hate : 
With Head inclin'd, obfequious Homage pay,. 
And ftand like comic Davus in the Play : 
Of his dear Health intreat him to take Care, 
And not expofe it to the noxious Air : 
If you together walk the crowded Street, 
To clear his Paflage, elbow all you meet : 
If talkative, attend to all he fays \ 
And, if vain-glorious, furfeit him with Praifc ; 
PufF the fwoln Bladder up to fuch a Size, 
Till, with uplifted Hands,* Hold ! hold!*- he cries. 

When, by his Death, from Care and Bondage 
free. 
You, broad awake, the long-wifli'd Item fee, 
« Of the fourth Part I make Vlyjfes Heir ;* 
To hide your Joy, ftrive to fqueeze out a Tear | 
Then cry, * My Damas gone ! I ne'er fliall find 
* Another Friend like him, fo true, fo kind :' 
A decent Tomb, to fliow your Friendfhip, jaifc ; 
Your Neighbours the grand Funeral will praife : 

Tett 
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Tell your Coheir, if ill and like to die. 
That he your Share at his own Price fliall buy. 
Adieu ! Farewell !— I can no longer ftay. 
^ Hell's haughty Emprefs fummons me away. 



NOTES. 

1 Homer tin the Odyjey^ Book XI. reprefents Uiyjes as 
defcending into Hell from the Country of the Cimmerians^ 
near the Ifland of Circe\ to confult lirefias (a celebrated 
Soothfayer of Tbibei in Bceotia) about his future Fortune 5 
and gives us there the Speech of Uljjfes^ and the Prophet^s 
Anf^er. 

This Satire is a Continuation of that Epifode, and ta 
be connedted with the 148th Verfe of that Book. 

Dacier is of Opinion^ that the Scene lies in the (ame 
place 5 * as appears/ fays he, * from the Words quoqutp 
* and prater narrata, at the Beginning.' 

Sanadon, on the other hand, fuppoles the Scene ^to lie 
in Ithaca\ and that Ufyjesy on his Arrival there, con- 
fulted the Ghoft of Ttrefias a fecond Time. But this is an 
arbitrary Conjedure, not warranted by any thing in this 
Satire. 

It is faid, that * myjfes muft have been in Ithaca^ to 
^ know the Condition of his Houfe and Family.' 

But this Suppofition is not at all necefTary, fince the 
Prophet had, in his former Speech, acquainted him with 
thoie Circumftances. 

■ O nulli quicquam mentite^ 'uidesy ut 

Nudus inopfque domum redeam^ te vate \ neque illic 

Aut apotbeca prods intaSia eji, out pecus, ' ' ' ■ 
This Connexion will appear more clearly by inferting 
tne Lines from Homer : 

* Weary of Light, Uijjes here explores 

« A profperous Voyage to his native Shores 5 
« But know,— by Me th' unerring Fates difclofe 

* New Trains of Dangers, and new Scenes of Woes-* 
h I ■■ < Beneath the Waves 

* I fee thy Friends o'erwhebn'd in liquid Graves I 

^The 



1 
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* The direful Wreck Uhfes fcarce furvivcs ! 

* tVj^/ at his Country (carce arrives, 

* btr:.ngers bis Guides ! — Nor there thy Labours end 5 

* New I'ces aiife, domeftic Ills attend ! 

« There foul Adulterer^ to thy Queen refort, 
« And iordly Gluttons liot in thy Court.' 

Broome. 
It appears by the 62 d Verfe; 

^tmporey quojwveniSf &c. 
that this Satire could not be written before the Year of 
Romi 7-54, at whic=i time Au^uflus recovered the Roman 
Eagles from .' 'hr. idtes King of tarthta. Au^vftus was then 
in his forty-third Year. 

» feu rubra canicula findet 

Infantes Jitituas 5 feuy pingui tenius omajfoy 
tunu, I:,: rnas cava nive conjpuet Al/rs,] 
Junius arid Brntley obferve, that infantesjlatuas here mean 
neiu-mud/' Sh^tues^ nioft probably of Wood, which are 
Tery apt to fplit with exc-fllve Heat. Both Heat and Cold 
will loinetimes hp.ve the fame EfFe6l on ^tat<:es of Stone. 

Dacicv fays, that the Phrafe infant Siatuts is ridiculous. 
True : And, it it had not been fo, 't would not have 
anlwered Horace''^ Purpole, which was to ridicule it. 
The Editor in ufum f.eij-h J exclaims, Dura fane diS:o ! 

Beutley, on the other hand, fays it is Horacc^s own 
Phrafe, and an elegant one. So widely do thefe learned 
Critics differ ! 

The Poet, whofe Line is here parodied, was Marcus 
Furius Biborulus, contemporary with Cicero. He defcrib- 
ed in Verfe the Wars with Gaul, Speaking of the Winter, 
he fays, 

Jupiter hjhcrnas cana nive confpuit Alpes. 
Jove on the winti-y Alpsi^its hoary Snow. 

Horace humoroufly puts the afthmatic Poet in the Place of 
his Jupiter, 

3 ■ '* quicquid dicam, aut erit—'aut non,"] 
The Critics puzzle themfelves about the Meaning of 
theie Words. But Ecnthy thinks it is very clear, that 
Horacey wiio was an Epicurean^ intended by putting thefe 
Words into the Mouth of Tirefias^ and making him utter 

them 
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tlTcm with fo much Pomp, to ridicule the Art of Divina- 
tion, or Prophecy. 

^ ■ forti nubet frocera Corano 

fil'ia Nafiea.'] We know no more of the Hiftory here 
related than we have from Horace. Neverthelefs, it will 
not be difficult to divine it, by examining clofely the 
Poet's V^ords and Meaning. This then I take to be the 
Story. Coranurvi2is an old Man, very covetous and pro- 
fligate, who had lent Money to Nafica. Nafica, who 
dreaded nothing fo much as the paying of his Debts, 
refolved to fcl*ve Coranus in his Debaucheries, and to give 
him his Daughter; in Expe6lation that, by facrificing 
thus her Honour, he (hould gain his good Graces, and 
that when the old Man died, he would not only pay the 
Debt he owed him, but alfo make him his Heir. Coranus 
availed himfelf of the Complaiflmce of this infamous 
Father. He careffed the Daughter; and, afier this 
Ciameful Commerce, inftead of acknowledging^ the Fa^ ' 
vour the Father had done him, he played him this Trick. 
He made his Will, and gave if him to read. Nafica 
thought he fhould have.found in it the Rccompence he 
expected. But Coranus had left him nothing, but Tears 
and Defpair. Nubere does not always iignify a Marriage, 
but often a criminal Commerce, in Catullus and others. 

Dacier. 
5'^^^^o« allows the foregoing Conjecture to be very pro- 
bable. 

A Story of the fame kind lately happened at London. 
Two old Mifers, each of them worth a Plumb^ had a 
Female Relation worth fourfcore thoufand Pounds, who 
was turned of fixty, and unmarried. She happened to 
fall in Love with a Barber's Apprentice, who was worth 
nothing, and gave him great Encouragement. Upon this, 
the two Brothers contrived this Scheme to breal^ off the 
Match. They both of them waittd upon her ; and the 
eldeft thus addrelVed her ; * Coufia Lucreticiy we are 

* credi'oly informed, that you intend to marry Tom Razor, 

* VVe are amazed that you can think of degrading your- 

* felf by fuch a Match, You may adt, co be fure, ao you 

* pleafe : But mark the Coufequence. My Brother and 

* I are both old ; we have no Thoughts of marrying, 

* and intend to make you oui' Heir. But if you take this 
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* ralh Step, we will not leave you a Shilling.' This Speech 
had the defired Effect. She difcarded the Barber, not 
long after died> and left her whole Fortune between the 
Brothers. 

5 Fenii enlm ma^um donandi parea jwventus.'] 
I know not how Horace can be cleared from the Chai|;e * 
of making Tirefias contradift himfelf in this Paflage; for 
he tells Vlyjfes in Horner^ that the Suitors of Penehpe fo» 
licit her by Prefents j but he fays here, that they do not 
fucceedy becaufe they are not generous enough to take 
that Method. Nor does the Poet feem here to have a 
proper Regard to Decency and Decorum. 

Tirefiasy a venerable Prophet, who is called up from 
the Etyfian Fields, would perfuade Ulyjfes to be Pimp to 
his own Wife. Ulyjfes ^ who is propofed by Homer as a 
Model of Virtue, liftens to his Inftru6tions, without any 
Sign of Indignation or Difpleafure : And whether he will 
or will not comply widi them, is at laft left doubtful. 

But, according to Dacter, we mud believe all this to 
be decent, * Nothing, fays he, can be more ingenious 

* than the Turn Horace has given to this Satire 5 nor 
•more happy than his Choice of the Aftors he intro- 

* duces.' On nefauroit rien imaginer de plus ingenieux qui 
le tour qu'il donne a cette Satit e\ ni de plus heureux, que le 
cboix des AHeurs quUl intreduit. And, in another Place, 
he affiires us, that * the Conduct of Ulyjfes is natural, and 

* worthy of his Charafter.* 



•fed me 



Imperiofa trahit Proferpina.'] 
This Fiftion is.founded on a phyjical Truth. Proferpim 
here reprefents the Night : And when the Night retires, 
and gives place to Day, (he carries the Shades with her. 

f^irgil alludes to this in the fifth Book of his jEneid^ 
where the Soul of Anchifes breaks off the Difcourfe with 
Mmas in thefe Words 5 



' Torquet medios nox humida curfus 5 



Et mefa'vus equis Oriens affianj'tt anhelis. Ver. 73S. 
The dewy Night has finifli'd half her Courfe 5 
And Pbcebus" panting Courfers on me breathe. 

For the 'Romans^ like us, reckoned the Day from Mid- 
night. Daci£R. 

We 
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We baVe adopted from the Heathens the Motion that 
^hofts vaniih with the Shades of Night. 

Sbah/piore has made a fine Ufe of it lii his HamUt t 
The Lines are fo beautiful^ that they deferve to be ia« 
cited. 

BfiRNAapo, BetATXOf and Marcillus. 

BfiRNAaDO. 

* It was about to fpeak, when the Cock crew* 

Horatio. 

And then it fburted like a guilty Thin^ 
Upon a fearful Summons. I have heard. 
The Cock, that is the Trumpe^ to the Moniy 
Doth with his lofty and (hrill-founding Throat 
Awake the Godof Day ; and, at his Warnings 
Whether in Sea or Fire, in Earth or Air, 
Th* extravagant and erring Spirit hies , 
To his Conrnie^. And of the Truth herein 
The pre&nt Ob|e6t made Pkxibation. 

Marcbllvs. 
It fiuied on the Crowing of the Cock ! •« 

To conclude the Notes on this Satire, notwithftandlni^ 
the laboured ApoU^es of Daeitr and others for Horaci^n 
Conduct in it, it is evident, that be has facrificed /)/ra- 
rum and Cbara^gr, to indulge himfelf in low Huipour and 
Irony : And fuch Satires, (aa it has been rightly ob« 
ierved,} teach the very Vices tiie/ pretend to correft* 



• The Ghoft of Baiktcti Fathei? 
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S A T I R E VI. 

By Mr. F a w k e s. 
Vicar of Orpington, in Kent 

'A Comparifon of the Cares and Troubles of a 
Town Life with the Eafe and Pkafure of a 
Country one. 

/^FT has this been my Wifli-s utmoft Bound, 
^^ To cultivate i a little Traft of Ground, 
Where a neat Dwelling in a Garden Itood, 
A living Fountain, and a waving Wood, 
All this and more the gracious Gods have fent ; 
Thanks for their Bounties, and I reft content j 
Nor aught befide, ^ O Son of Maiaj crave. 
But 3 Leifure to enjoy the Gifts you gave. 
If I by Fraud ne*er made my Fortune more. 
Nor leflen'd by Extravagance my Store ; 
If thus I ne*er preferr'd my foolifh Prayer ; 
« Oh for that Nook of Land that lies fo fair; i 
\ That little Spot, to make my Meadow fquare ! ^ 

• Oh would propitious Fortune, of her Pleafure, 

• Direft me to fome hidden Hoard of Treafure ! 

• As once ftie blefs*d the Peafant mean and poor, 

• Who bought thofe Acres which he plow*dl 

* before, [Ore.'' 

\ For 4 HircuUi benign tura'd up the golden 

If 
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If then with what I have Tm fatisfy*d. 
Grant me this Boon, kind Mercury^ befide ; 
Prote£l me as of old, be gracious yet. 
And fatten all my Stock, but that of Wit ! 
When, fick of Town, I leave imperial Rome^ 
And climb the breezy Heights of Tufculum^ 
What can my leifure Hours like Satire pleafe ? 
The chiding Numbers flow with carelefs Eafc. 
For mad Ambition poifons not my Mind ; 
Nor (brinks my Body at the grofs South Wind, 
Nor do I Autumn's fickly Seafon dread, 
When sProferpine makes Profit of the Dead« 

6 O gentle Father of the Morning, hear. 
Or Janusy if that better pleafe thine Ear ; 
From thee the Labours of the bufy Throng 
Commence, be thou the Prelude of my Song ! 
Firft, then, for lucklefs Me thou haft decreed 
Some Bail to give ; ^ Urge, urge,' thou cry'ft, 

* thy Speed ; 
* Let none prevent thee in the friendly Deed.' Ji 
The Cafe requires it, Imuft needs obey ; 
Whether the wintry Sun contrads the Day 
In Circlet fmall, with Snow and Storm fevere. 
Or raging Boreas defolates the Year. 
This Bail (my Bane) pronounc'd diftinft and loud, 
I haftcn back, and, buftling through the Crowd, 
Prefs on the tardy ; till, provok'd to Spleen, 
One cries aloud, ' What does this Madman mean ? 

K % • While 
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^ While to Mactnas thus you hafte to pay 

« Your Court, you fliove your Betters in thcWay.* 

Thefe Taunts, I own, my Breaft with Tranfport 

fill: 
But when I reach the high 7 Efquilian Hill, 
I'm worry'd with an hundred People's Prayers^ 
Begging my Intereft for their own AflFairs. 

• Rofciusy fays one, * defires in Court you'll mect^ 

• To-morrow in the Morning, juft at eight/ 
Another bawls, ^ The Secretaries pray, 

• On grand Affairs, your Prefencc here To-day/ 
< I humbly beg, good Sir, you'd be fo kind 

• To get this Warrant by Maeenas fign'd.' 

«' ni try to ferV9 you," though I tell the Man ; 
Urgent he anfwers, * If you will, you can/ 
Eight rolling Years are nearly at an End, 
Since firft Macems deign'd to call me Friend j» 
Oft took me in his Chariot ; and, in fhort. 
Would a(k important Queftions of this Sort ; 

• Pray, what's the Hour? Which in your Choice 

takes Place, 

• « The Swordfman Syrus^ or the Blade of Thrace? 
^ T^he Mornings now are piercing cold and chilly 

• And on th' Unwary noxious Damps diftill.' 
Such weighty Secrets as the World may hear. 
And fafe are trufted in a leaky Ear. 

Yet all the while with thefe high Honours crowned. 
Envy beheld my Happinefs, and frown'd. 

« 9 This 
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* 9 This Son of Fortune/ would the Spiteful fay, ^ 

* Sat lately with Macenas^t the Play, J- 

* And met him in the Field of Mars To-day/ 
Should fome Jftrange Rumour fly about the Street, 
I'm ftopp'd and aft'd by ever)' one I meet : 

^ Pray, goofi Sir, (for you live among the Great, 

* And can inform us,) are the Daciam beat ?' 
*' I have not heard one Tittle, I proteft." 

* Ah ! Sir, you grow fo clofe, and love to jcfl:.* 
** Sir, I know nothing, as I hope to live," 

* Well, Sir, but tell us. Will Augujlus give 

* The Farms he promised to his martial Bands 

* In the Sicilian or Italian Lands ?' 

And though I ftill proteft, and vow, and fwcar, 
Tm quite ^ Stranger to the whole Affair, 
Amaz'd, they think me grown profoundly fly \ 
No Mortal ever was fo clofe as I. 

Confum'd in Trifles, thus the golden Day 
Not without ardent Wifhes fteals away ; 
10 When ihall I fee my peaceful Country Farm, 
My Fancy when with ancient Authors charm ? 
Or, luird to Sleep, the Cares of Life elude 
In fwcet Oblivion of Sollicitude ? 
Oh for thofe Beans which my own Fields provide ! 
Deem'd by Pythagoras to Man ally'd ; 
The favoury Pulfe ferv'd up m Platters nice. 
And Herbs high-relifli'd with the Bacon-Slioe ! 
Oh tranquil Nights in pleafing Converfe fpent, 
Ambrofial Suppers that might Gods content ! 

K 3 When 
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When with my chofen Friends (deliciousTreat!) -^ 
Before the Houfliold Deities we eat ; > 

l^he Slaves thcinfelves regak on choiceft Meat. ^ 
Free from »* mad I.aws, wc fit reclined at Eafe^ 
And drink as much, or little, as we pleafe. 
Some quaff* large Bumpers that expand the Soul, 
And fomc grow mellow with a moderate Bowl, 
'i Wc never talk of this Man's Houfe or Vill, 
Cr whether ^3 LepQS dances well or ill ; 
But of thofe Duties v;hich ourfelves we owe. 
And which 'tis quite a Scandal not to know: 
As v/hether Wealth or Virtue can impart 
The trueft PIcafurc to the human Heart : 
V/hat lliould dire<St us in our Choice of Friends, 
Their own pure Merit, or our private Ends : 
'4 What we may deem, if rightly underftood, 
Man's fovereign Blifs, his chief, his only Good. 

Mean-time my Friend, old Cervtus^ never fails 
To chcar our Converfe with his pithy Tales ; 
praife but JrelUns, or his ill-got Store, 
His Fable thus begins : '5 In Days of yore, 
A Country Moufe within his homely Cave 
A Treat to one of Note, a Courtier, gave ; 
A good plain Moufe our Hoft, who lov*d to fpare 
Thofe Heaps of Forage he hadjglean'd with Carej 
Yet on Occafion would his St)ul unbend. 
And feaft with Hofpitality his Friend : 
He brought wild Oats and Vetches from his Hoard j 
Dry 'd Grapes and Scraps of Bacon grac'd thcBoard : 

In 
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In Hopes, no doubt, by fuch a various Treat, 
To tempt the dainty Traveller to eat. 
Squat on freih ChafF, the Mafter of the Feaft 
Left all the choiceft Viands for his Gueft, 
Nor one nice Morfel for himfelf would, fpare. 
But gnaw'd coarfe Grain, or nibbled at a Tare* 
At length their flender Dinner finifh'd quite. 
Thus to the Ruftic fpoke the Moufe polite : 

* How can my Friend a wretched Being drag 

* On the bleak Summit of this airy Crag ? 

* Say, do you ftill prefer this barbarous Den 
' To polifh'd Cities ? Savages to'Men ? 

^ Come, come with Me, nor longer here abide ; 

* rU be your Friend, your Comrade, and your 

Guide. 
« 16 Since all muft die that draw this vital Breath, 

* Nor great nor fmall canfliun the Shafts of Death; 

* 'Tis ours to fport in Pleafures while we may ; 

* For ever mindful of Life's little Day.*^ 

■ Thefc weighty Reafons fwa/d the Country , 

Moufe,. 
And light of Heart he fally'd from his Houfe, 
Refolv'd to travel with this courtly Spark, 
And gain the City when fecurely dark. 

17 Now Midnight hover'd o'er thi5 earthly Ball^ 
When our fmall Gentry reach'd a ftately Hall, 
Where brightly glowing, ftain'd with Tyrian Dycj, 
On Ivory Couches richeft Carpets He ^ 

K 4 And 
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And in large BaOcets ranged along the Floor, 
The rich CoDation of the Night before. 
On purple Bed the Courtier plac'd bis Gueft, 
And with choiceCatcs prolonged the grateful Fcaft^ 
He carv'd, he ferv'd, as much as Moufe could do^ 
And was his Waiter, and his TaSfter too. 
Joy feiz'd the Ruftic as at Eafe he lay ; 
This happy Change had made him wondrous gay«-r 
When lo ! the Doors burft open in a Trice, 
And at their lianquct terrify*d the Mice : 
They ftart, they tremble, in a deadly Fright, * 
And roirnd the Room precipitate their Flight ; 
The hiiih-roof'd Room with iiideous Cries re- 



founds 



Cf baying Maftiffs, ai:d loud-bellowing Hounds : 
i2 Then thus the Ruftic in the Courtier's Ear ! 

* Adieu, kind Sir ! I thank you for your Cheer: - 

* Safe in my Cell your State I envy not| 

* 19 Tares be my Food, and Liberty my Lot V ^ ' 



NOTES. 
/The Merit of this Sat he may be partly colleded by the 
▼arious Tranilations and Imitationt of it by different 
Hands. 

There is a Tranflation of it by Sir J^hn Bimmont (the 
elder Brother of Francis Beaumont^ and an eminent Law- 
yer in the Reign of Q^een Eliscabetb) which perhaps has 
not been exceUed by any modern Performance. 

Coivleys Country moufe will ftill pleafe thofe who can re- 
li(h Good-fenfe and Wit, though the Numbers may 
fometimes hobble. 

Th^e Imitation of this Satire by Dr. Siiifi and Mr. 
P9pe is lively and humorous ^ but there are fome adven- 

ticipus 
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fhiODi Circumftances in the latter Part of it, which 
might liave been fpared. 

This Satire was written at the Beginning of Autumn 
in the Year 7*3, as appears by the foirieth and forty-fifth 
Verfcs. 

1 ■ ■ modus n^ri nen if a tnagfuu,'] An excellent 

Example of Moderation in a Courtier, whoj poffefling 
the Favour of the Emperor and his Prime Minifter, was, 
in fome fort, the Arbiter of his own Fortune. Others 
are aiws^s aflcing, and never think they have enough. 
He aiks bat little, and that little contents him. So true 
it is that Happinefs confifts in the Moderation; and not in 
the Indulgence, of our Defires. A fmall Fortune is fuffi- 
dent to Tupport and amufe us. Nothing but Avarice 
can make us wifh for more. Perhaps there never was 
any Courtier who could have laid fo fincerely as Horace^ 
t^tbil amplius oro. Sanadon. 

a Maidnate,'\ Mercury vf?LS the Diftributor of Wealth 
and Fortune, as well as the Patron of Poets in general. 
He was aifo a rural Oeity^ and the fame as Sjbvanus. 

3 — ut propria hac miki mwurafaxii*'} The Com- 
mentators have in general fuppofed that Horaa here pe4 
titioned Mercury to make his Poflefllons perpetual. But 
it feems abfurd to imagine that the Farm which had been 
given him (by M^cenas) was not his own, that is, was 
not fettled upon hrm, at leaft for Life. The Senfe there- 
fore, which IS given it in the Tranflation, and which the 
Word trtpria will very well bear, feems much more 
.jaatural : Since we know that Horace"* Time was not his 
own 5 he having a Place in the Regifter's or Secretary's 
Oifice, which neoeflarily required clofe Attendance. And 
a little farther, ver. 36. he himfeif takes Notice of this 
very Circumftance 5 

Df re eommuni Scribe magna aique no^-va U 
Orabant bodie meminijfejy ^uinte, reverti. 



HercuU.] They believed that Hercules prefided over 
accidental Gains, as Mercury did over thofe that were the 
Fruit of Labour and Induftry. 

5 ■ Libitina quaflus.'\ Libitinay or ? refer puie^ 

WMifaeGoddeis of Funerals. 

K 5 C MatU' 
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6 Matutine paJtr, &c.] The nineteen firft Lines, in the 
Original, are to be confidered as the Introdu6tion, or 
Preface ; and the Satire begins with this Invocation^ 
addrefled to Matuiinus, or Jawu. 



< etras 



f^'entMmefl E/quiiias.] For an Accovnt of the EJqiiilian 
Hill, and Macenai% Gardens there, fee the Notes on Sat. 
VllL Book I. 

8 '''•^^ Tbrex ej Gal/wa Syro par ?] There were then 
at Rome two new Gladiators, one from Thrace, and the 
other from Syria, whofe Strength and Skill were neavljr 
equal, and about whom the Multitude were divided. 

p ■ N6ft£r Ituks JpeRa'verit una.\ This Paffage k 

thus tranflated by Dr. Dunkbiy Mr. Francis\ Co-adjutor 
Our Son of Fortune (tvith a Pox} 
Sat with Macenas in the Box, 
Juft by the Stage ; You muft remark 
They play'd together in the Park. 
Should any Rumour, niithout Head 
Or Tail, about the Streets be fpread, 
Whoever meets me gravely nods, 
And (ays, * As you approach the Gods,' Gfr. 

But, as an excellent Critic obferves, 'though Horacg 
* be eaiy, he is not familiar ^ or if he be, it is the FamU 
•^liarity of Courts,, which is. never without its Dignity..* 

10 O ruf, quando ego ie afpiciam, quandoque licebit 
Nunc <veterum libris, nunc fomno & inertibus boris- 
Ducerefotiicita^jucunda oMivia i/itte ?] 

Tbefe Lines have been thus parodied by a Gentleman in. 

a Fit of the Gout: 

O Gout, when fhall I thee repell ? when try 
The Sweets of foft Repofe ? when, eafeful lie 
Reclined upon a Grafs or Indian Bed, f 

Perufe th' inftruflive Labours of the Dead,^. > 

And have it in my Choice to deep or read ? j 

The laft Line feems to hav^ f<rmething in it of the Lft- 
xincfs of tliC OriginaL 

" — ^- 
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XX I filutus 

Legibus infanis,'] Nothing could be more extravagant 
than thofe Laws which Drunkards at firft eftabliflied, an4 
which paffed by Degrees from the Tavern to the belt 
Tables in Rome. Some of our Neighbours have ftill Laws 
of Drinking no lefs ridiculous. Happy is it for Franci 
that they have not yet reached us. 

Cratukr buic gents^ quod aheft a moribus ilUs^ 

Sanadon. 

1% fion de vi/lis domibufue alienis.'] The Idlfe 

have fcarce any Fund of Difcourfe but at the Expence of 
their Neighbours. The moft innocent is at leaft ufelefs^ 
and we muft think ourfelves obliged to them when tbey 
only talk on Trifles. But thoi'e who are deiirous ta 
cultivate their Mind know how to unbend it ufefully», 
"by Difcourfes always agreeable^ becaufe they are never 
barren. Sanadon. 

1 3 LeposJ] Lepos was a Dancer much celebrated at that 
Time. 

14. quajit natura boni fummumque quid e}us.\ The 

Difputes among the Philofophersy. concerning the chief 
Good, were infinite. But SotraUSy and fome of his Scho- 
lars, were the only Perfons who argued rationally oa 
this Subject. Fdr they were fenfible that the Supreme: 
Good muft neceffarily comprehend all others, They^ 
therefore made it cohfifl; in refeml^ling God, and nevetr 
difhonouring his Image by any tnjuftice or Itnpiety. 

Dacur*. 

»5 — — — — alim 
Rufii£Kfurhanummure»ty-8cc.'] Thh Apologue is not 
at prefent in j^fop, but it was among thofe Fables which* 
Babrias coUefted from him, and put mtp Gnek Verfe. It 
began thus : 

* One Day two Mice contra6led a Friendfliip together. 

* They led a very different kind of Life j one of themi 

• was bred up in a Foreft \ th^e other was fond, of the. 
«- City, and battened in the Houfes of the Rich.' 

16 terreftria quoftdo, &c..] The latter- 

Part of this Speech feeras to be a Parody on tlie latter.- 
Fsut^of the Speech of Sarpedon to Gla^icus, ULJiiadXlL . 
K 6. *Si&cfle 
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« since we cannot live for ever (fays Sarfedon^) but 

* feeble Age and inexorable Death will overtake us at 

* laft^ let us chearfully facrifice our Lives, to purcbafe 

* iramortal Glory.' 

* Since our Life is but a Span, (fays the Moufe.) 

* and our Souls fliall peri(h with our Bodiet, let us 

* make the moft of the prefentTime, and indulge oar 
« Genius.' 

Perhaps it would not be difficult to prove, tlult the 
Reaibning of the Epicurean Moufe is, on 'this Hjpotbefitf 
more rational than that of the Stoical Hero. 

The Reader, probably, will be pleafed to fee Sir^W^ 
BimmtMfs Tranflation of this Speech, where the Ori» 
gixulis clofely traced with Spirit and Harmony i 

To him at laft the Citizen thus fpake ; 

* My Friend, I mufe what Pleafure thou canft take^ 

* Or how thou canft endure to fpend thy Time 

< In Yhady Groves, and up fteep Hills to climb. 

< Qi favage Forefts build no more thy Den i 

< Go to the City, there to dwell with Men. 

* Begin this happy Journey j truft to Me$ 

* I will thee guide j thou (halt my Fellow be. 

« Since earthly things are ty'd to mortal Lives ( 
'And every great and -little Creature ftrives 
« In vain, the certain Stroke of Deatli to fly, 
« Stay not till Moments paft thy Joys deny i 

* Live in rich Plenty and perpetual Sport j 

« Live ever mindful that thine Age is fhort.* 

J J ■ I jamque ttnebat 

Nox medium ceeli fpatium^ &c.] 

■ The Moon-beam trembling falls. 
And tips with Silver all the Walls. P0Ft« 

If we believe Horacey the two Friends chofe to travel 
ia the Dark. They misht have been difcovered by the 
J^ight of the Moon j and they could fee without it. 

The Moon was up, and Men a-bed. lb. 

That ' the Moon was up,' is a plain Cafe j fince the 
Poet had told us juft before, * it tipped the Walls 
< with Silver j * but it is not quite fo clear, that ' Men 
* were a-bed \\ iince we find, a few Lines afWrwdrds, 

that 
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that * the Chaplain and Servants ru(h into the Hall/ and 
interrupt the Banquet of the Mice. 

The Room had Palladian Walls ; the foldhig Doors 
are cl&pt-<to \ and then^ 

The Cat comes bomicing on the Floor. 

Kg doubt ihe dropped from the Cieling ; but for what 
Purpofe does not appear, fince the fortunate Mice make 
their Bfcape, tbo* < your damn*d Stucco has no Chink/ 
Ail is effeaed (as the Poet tells us) by Providsntit or m* 
raculoujly. Any Machine (how miraculous ibever) .which 
tends to ridicule a particular Prwidittce^ is fiu-e to be 

Pope has borrowed his Moon from CmuUyi who tells us^ 
that the Mice arrived, in the City, 

About the Hour that Cynthia's filver Light 
Had touched die pale Msridm of the Night. 

But the Cat feems to be his own. 

* You durft not have cenfured any of Mr. Popfs Wri* 

• tings (it may be iaid) in his Life-time.' True. How- 
ever, this Objeftion may be anfwered in the Words of 
Mr. Sbenftone: * A Writer furrounded with all hisFame, 

* engaging with another tiiat is hardly known, is a Man 
« in Armour attacking another in his Night Gown and 

• Slippers.* 

J 8 _- ^um rtt/icus. Sec.'] This Moral is c^icellent ; 
and it is not without Reafon that the Emperor M, Anto^ 
mnus recommends this Fable to our ferious Meditation, 
in the eighth Book of his Moral Reflexions. To» /xw, &c. 

< Think often (fays he) of the FaWe of the City and 

* Country Moufe j of the Terror of the latter, his 

< Flight,* &c. to teach us to contemn Riches, and the 
tumultuous Plcafures of the Town ; and to imitate the 
Prudence of the Field Moufe, who prefers his Beans and 
Vetches to all the good Cheer of the City Mouie. 

l^ ■ . ■ Mefylva cavufque, &c.] 
Give me again my hollow Tree, 
A Cruft of Bread and Libeity. Pope. 

This, at firil Ghnce, looks like an Imitation of the 
two feUowing Lines i|i Cowley, 

Fo« 
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For the few Hours of Life allotted Me, 

Give me, great God I but Bread and Liberty. 

But it muil not be fuppofed, that Mr. P^e would imt« 
tate this forgotten Author } imce he adcs, * Who now 
« reads GcnvUy ?' 

The wiftiinff for a Crufl of Bread is not furely fo natu- 
ral for a Field Mo ufe, as the Fticbes of Horace. 

In Cotivlfy, Bread and Liberty are his own Wiih> apd 
not applied to a Moufe^ 



T&e Same Satire Imitated. 

By Edward Burn a by Greeke, Ef^y 
and Mr. F a w K E $, 

In the Chara£fer of a C o u rt i-e r^ 

VT'E S, oft I panted, in a rur^ Seat, 

* To tafte the milder Blcffings of Retreat > 
Faft by the Murmurs of a Stream to rove, 

.The blufhing Garden, or embowering Grove. 
Far greater Blifs indulgent Heaven has fent^ 
'Tls well — my thankful Tribute be Content \ 
Be mine, to Tumults of the World unknown. 
Through Life, to feel thefe Bleffings for my own! 

.If never Luxury confum'd my Store, 
Nor mean, difhoneft Avarice made it more ^ 
If I dare love, unenvious of his Pelf, 
The Man of Worth, though richer than myfelf^ 
Nor fay, like fome, *' The Beauties of my Seat 
" The Ruins x>i that Abbey would complete !— 

" Thefe 
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«< Thefe frightful Elhowt to a Field I hate— 
** Oh ! oould I find a Mine on my Eftatc ! — ^* 
I'd grafp the Treafure with enraptured Soul, 
Greater than Lowtber with his Mines of Coal. 
If what I have I gratefully enjoy. 
This Prayer alone. Oh ! give me to employ 5 
Fat be my Fields with Corn, with Milk my Kin«, 
But light and eafy flow the Mufic of my Line I 
Blefs'd in Retreat, fpontaneous Fancy wooes 
Familiar Verfe, and Satire is my Mufe ; 
Still, ftill ihe fmiles, where nought my Peace 

deftroys. 
Nor palls Ambition, nor Difeafe annoys ; 
In noxious Autumn as in Spring I thrive. 
And, fpite of Dodors, ftill through her furvive.. 

Let worldly Souls, immers'd in public Cares, 
For profperous Fortune breathe their ardent 

Prayers ; 
Thou, facred Mufe, with true celeftial Fire 
Thy Bard enliven, and his Lays infpire f 

But, 'mid theNoifeof Town, can Verfe prevail? 
A Friend diftrefs'd demands me for his Bail ; 

• Away, — 'tis Duty prompts you, you muft go 

* Through howl ingTempefts„ and through drifted 

Show \ 

• Nor Cold, norWinds, nor Footpads muft delay, 

* Though Night's thick. Gloom adds Horror to 

the Way.' 

Thus 
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Thus dirough the wondVing Prefs I hafte along. 
Rave at my Lot, and juftlc through the Throngs 
The Rabble ply me with their polifh*d Strain, 
** Go, go to Bedlam with your fcamic Brain ; ^ 
«< Whence all thisRout ?— You run at fucb aRatel 
<< No doubt to meet fome Minifter of State*.'* 
With Joy I hear the vulgar Torrent roll j 
'Tis, I confefs, a Cordial to my Soul. 

Ev*n when, retir'd, I breathe the rural Air, 
The Town I fly, but cannot fly from Care ; 
At eight, by farthefl:, fummon'd, I refort. 
By Law fubpoena'd, to a Caufe in Court ; 
PrcfsM on a Bill, the Commons I attend. 
And aid by Vote the Intereft of a Friend ; 
^ Take (cries a third) this Paper to his Grace ; 
*• From You *twill gain a Penfion or a Place.'* 
* Sir, truft me, all my Intereft I fhall try/ 
*^ Oh ! do but urge, they never will deny." 

Of old I fiv'd unknowing and unknown. 
Till gracious Sandwich mark'd me for his own ; 
From Granta's Fogs would take me in his Chair, 
To breathe, Vit Hinchingbrook^ a purer Air ; 
With trifling Chit-chat he amus'd the Way, 
His Theme, a Race, a Cock-match, or a Play; 
Anon, o'er Raillery, or a Catch would fport. 
But not a fmgle Syllable of Court : 
Such are his Secrets, that he need not fear 
Ev*n to confide them to a Kidgelh Ear* 

Af 
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. A^ thus in Fortune's Smiles mj Moments roll) 
Malignant Envy plagues roe to the Soul ; 
** See ! how he ftruts, familiar in the State ! 
** He*8 always feen in public with the Great/* 
Should any Lyes be rumour'd in the Street, 
Or buzz*d on 'Change, each Citizen I meet 
Aflcs fifty idle Queftions — " As you tower, 
^* A happy Fav'rite with the Sons of Power, 
*' Does Spain Manilla's Ranfom ftill conteft ? 
** Has France'' — ' I know not'—** How you 
love to jeft ! " — 

* I know not, on my Life' — ** Has France, I fay, 
** Agreed the Bills of Canada to pay ?" 

* I fwear I'm ignorant of all* — ** 'Tis well-** 
** You know their Secrets if you chofe to tell." 

Thus teas'd and harrafs'd with unceafing Strife, 
All Comfort flies me in my Noon of Life : 
To rural Scenes, Oh ! when fliall I repair. 
Soothed with the foft Forgetfulnefs of Care I 
Perufe the facred Dead, reclin'd at Eafc, 
And idly fleep, or fcribble as I pleafe ; 
The Pythagorean Treat my happier Lot, - 
And all the fimpler Dainties of the Cot ? 
Oh ! Nights, Oh ! Suppers, better far than wait 
To load in Palaces the pamper'd Great ? 
Such healthy Fare my fmiling Board attends. 
And chears alike my Servants and my Friends ; 
Curs'd with no flavifh Rules, our darling Flan . 
Is ftUl to be as happy as we can ; 

Each 
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Each drinks at Will theToaft, and pays alone 
The Homage of a Bumper to his own* 
No Cares of Pelf, to mar the Scene of Joy, 
Nor blundering Politics our Thoughts employ j 
We leave, contented, to the courtly Rout, 
When IN, to triumph, and complain, when 

OUT. 

Far better Converfe fills our circling Time, 
Where Knowledge fliines, and Ignorance is la 

Crime; 
If fplendid Wealth, or Goodnefs, can impart 
A purer Tranfport to the feeling Heart; 
If Fafhion wifely guide the worldly Breaft, 
To chufe for Friends the richeft as the bed % 
From Virtue's Source if confcious Rapture flow^ 
Or Pleafure form our Happinefs below. 

While thus we chat, the Vicar of the Place 
Unbends our grave Philofophy of Face ; 
Fond of his Jeft, and fearlefs of the Great, 
He paints the Bleffings of the Chaplain's State; 

A Country Vicar in his homely Houfe, 
Pleas'd with his Lot, and happy in his Spoufc, 
With fimple Diet, at his frugal Board, 
Once entertain'd the Chaplain of a Lord : 
He gave him (all he could) a little Fifli, 
With Sauce of Oyfters, in no Silver Difli ; 
And, for the craving Stomach's fure Relief, 
The Glory of old England^ rare Roaft-Beef, 

Horle- 
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Horfe-radifli, and Potatoes, Ireland^s Fride ', 
A Pudding too the prudent Dame fupply'd : 
Their cheering Beverage was a Pint of Forty 
(Though fmall the ^tantum) of the better Sort ; 
But Plenty of good Beer, both fmall and flout. 
With Wine of Elder, to prevent the Gout. 
The Vicar hop'd, by fuch a various Treat, 
To tempt his Scarf-embellifli*d Friend to eat ; 
With niceft Bits provokM his Gucft to dine. 
He carv'd the Haddock, and he ferv'd the Wine ; 
Content his own {harp Stomach to regale 
With plain fubftantial Roaft-Meat and mild Ale. 
Our courtly Chaplain, you may well fuppofe, . 
At fuch old-fafhion'd Commons curl'd his Nofc i 
He try'd in vain to piddle, and, in brief, 
Pifli'd at the Pudding, and declin'd the Beef. 
At length, their homely Dinner finifliM quite. 
Thus to the Vicar fpoke the Prieft polite : 

* How can my Brother, in this paltry Town, 
« Live undiftinguifli'd,to the World unknown? 
< And not exalt his towering Genius higher, 

* Than here to herd with Country Clown— or 

Squire ? 

* Stunn'd with the Difcord of hoarfc cawing 

Rooks, 

* The Roar of Winds, the Diflbnance cf Brooks, 

* Which difcontented through the Valley ftray, 

* Plaintive and murmuring at their Ipng Delay. 

* Comcs 
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* Come, come with Me, nor longer here abided 

• You've Friends in Town, and I will be your 

Guide : 

* Soon to your Share fome Dignity will fall, 

• At leaft a Sine-Cure, perhaps a Stall.' 
Thefe weigh tyReafons fway'd theVicar*s Mind, 

To Town he hied, but left his Wife behind : — 
Next Levee-Day he waited on his Grace, 
With hundreds more, who bow'd to get a Place 3 
Shov'd in the Crowd, he ftood amaz'd to fee 
Lords who to Baal bent the fupple Knee, 
And Doftors fage he could not but admire. 
Who ftoop'd profoundly low — to rife the higher : 
Such Ermine, Lace, Beaux, Bifbops, young and 

old, 
'Twas like a Cloud of Sable edg'd with Gold. 
By Turns his Grace the fervile Train addrefs'd, 
Charm'd with a Smile, or in a Whifper blefs'd. 
Sick of the Scene, the Vicar fought the Door, 
Determin'd never to fee London more ; 
But, as his Friend had pleas'd the Hour to fix, 
Firft went to Dinner in Soho at Six. 
He knock'd — was uflier'd to the Room of Stat<^ 
(My Lord abroad) and Dinner ferv'd in Plate ; 
Which, though it feem'd but common Soup and 
Was real Callipee and Callipajh^ [Hafll, 

(The Relicks of the gaudy Day before,) 
What ImUam eat, and EngUJbmen adore. 

With 
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With bright Champaign the Courtier crowned 

theFcaft, 
Soothed his own Pride, and gratify'd his Gueft. 
All this confpir'd our Stoic to controul. 
And warp'd the fteady Purpofe of his Soul : 
But fond of eariy Hours, though light of Heart, 
When the firft Watchman warn*d him to depart. 
His careful Hoft would fee him crofs the Square, 
Safe from the Coach, the Flambeau, and the Chair, 
As here, it feems, while meaner Mortals flept. 
At Riot'Houfe were Midnight Revels kept. 
They clear'd the Coaches, and the Kennel crofs'd; 
When, with their Poles, againft a filthy Poft 
Two Chair-men, /r(^-born, our Vicar threw. 
Tore his beft Cloaths, and bruis'd him black and 

blue 5 
Aghaft he rofe, firft view'd his tatter'd Veft, 
Then rubb'd his Shin, and thus his Friend ad- 

drefs'd: 
* Adieu— be Turtle, Routs, and Grandeur thine ; 
« Beef, a good Coat, wd a whole Skin, be mine V 

176*. 
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SATIRE VII. 

A Dialogue between the Poet and his SlaveJ. 

jBy Afr. J. Dun COMB El 

7bat every Man is a Slave, who is under the 

Controul of his Pajftons. 

D A V u s. 
npO you I long have lent a liftcning Ear, 
•^ Wilhing to fpeak , but, as your Slave, forbear. 

Horace. 
Say, who is there ? What, » Davus, is it you ? 

D A V u s. 
The fame, Sir ; ever to my Matter true : 
Though wife enough, yet not fo wife that * Death 
In early Youth fhould ftop my vital Breath. 

Horace. 
The Freedom granted by our Sires of old 
On 3 Saturn's Feafts enjoy ; fpeik uncontroul'd. 

D A V u s. 
Some, by their Paffions blindly led away. 
Thro* the fmooth Paths of lawlefs Pleafure ftray : 
Some to and fro with Courfe unfteady fwim. 
And pradife Vice or Virtue for a Whim, 
Three Rings at Morn on Prifcus' 4 left Hand fhonc. 
But the fame Hand at Night difplay'd not one. 
A various Drefs he every Hour would wear : 
From a proud Palace he would firait repair 
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To a poor Hut, from which no Slave, if clean. 
To ifllie forth could decently be fecn.* 
Now, with the Learned, Athens was his Home, 
And now with Harlots he would live at Rorm i 
The fickleft he of all the Sons of Earth 5 
Vertumnus fure prefided at Jiis Birth. 

When Folaneriusj long a Slave to Vice, 
With 5 juftly-crippled Hands could throw the Dice 
No more, he then retained a Boy in Pay ; 
Lefs wretched he, to Vice a conftant Prey, 
Than varying PrifcuSj ftill oblig'd to fwim. 
As Paffion led, againft or with the Stream. 

Horace. 
In all this Jargon, Rafcal, what's thy View ? 
To whom doft thou apply it ? Speak. 
D A V u s. 

To You. 
Horace. 

To Me, vile Rogue ! Explain, 
D AVU s. 

You often praife 
The fimple frugal Fare of former Days ; 
But if fome God (hould bid you freely chufe. 
That Boon, if profFer'd, you would ftrait refufe : 
At fuch wideVariance are yourTongue and Heart I 
Or elfe, unused to play a virtuous Part, 
Amidft your Courfe you form fome vain Delay, 
Beyond Efcape immers'd in fenfual Clay. 
RMme infhe Country all your Thoughts employs j 
JBut when at Rome^ you long for rural Joys. 

When. 
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When uninvited to a fumptuous Treat, 
^^ How bleft is Solitude, and Herbs how fweet !** 
Then Drinking you deteft, and Home applaud. 
As if by Choice you never fupp'd abroad. \ 
But fhould Mtectnas fend to bid you bafte 
At Clofe of Day-light, to a rich Repaft, 
The whole Houfe echoes, while enrag'd you cry, 
«* Does no one hear me ? For the EiTence fly ! " 
Mulvlusj and other Drolls, deny'd their Meal, 
Sneak home, with Curfes dangerous to reveal. 
Should I be toId,^< YourPaunch too feems to fwell ; 
*' For favoury Sauce fagacious is your Smell 5 
** Unmindful of your Bufinefs, all the Day 
** You wafte in Sloth, or Negligence, or Play ; 
<* Nay more, you haunt the Tavern" — In Reply 
I owa my Guilt, nor can the Charge deny* 
But'lhould I prove, that you like me behave. 
Or worfe, are more a Spendthrift, more a SlaVe, 
Whence then your Right to punifli, or to blame? 
Can Vice be varniih'd by a fpecious Name ? 
Nay, what if you fhould far more mad be thought 
Than that vile Slave whom for twelve Pounds you 

bought ? — 
Reftrain your Rage, that furious Brow unbead^ 
With-hold your Hand, and fcKioufly attend. 
While I thefe falutary Truths relate. 
Taught by the e?ortcr of Crifpinus' Gate, rr^^j^^ .- 
You tempt your Neighbour's Wife; I Whores 
Say, whi^ mQ& Siaipe dq/*«rvei in Reid^a>View i 

Uf 
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MyFlapie oncequench'd, content I quit the Stewsj 
No Fears have I, no Charafter to lofc. 
Nor care if one of greater Wealth, or Charms, 
Should take my hireling Miftrefs to his Arms.^ 
But when, your Drefs unnotic'd and unknown, 
Laying afide your Ring and purple Gown, 
Your Face is muffled in a Cloak's Difguifc, 
And 7 a Slave's Garb the effenc'd Judge belies, 
Enl'ring with Hope and Fear fome Matron'sRoom, 
That Slave are you, whofe Habit you aflfume. 
For what's the Difference, on the public Stage 
Affur'd of Wounds or Bruifes, to engage. 
Or by the Maid, bent double, to be thruft 
Into a Cheft, the Slave of lordly Luft ? 
Hufbands with juft Revenge may both purfuc. 
But to the Tempter 'tis moft juftly due. 
Unchang'd the Drefs and Lodging of the Fair, 
Her injur'd Partjier's Vengeance you muft bear 
With tame Submiffion for your Miftrefs' fake. 
Your Freedom, Fame, Eftate, nay, Life at ftakc. 
By fiequent Warnings wife, now fafe on Shore 
You'll furely tempt the ftormy Deep no more. 
Yes, ftill you'll venture, by blind Paflion led. 
And Dangers ftill muft hover o'er your Head! 
Thou oft-returning Slave ! what Beaft again 
Will e'er fubmit to take his broken Chain ? 
*' J'm no Adulterer," perhaps you'll cry ; 
And " Davus is no Robber," I reply 5 
Vofc. III. L Since 
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• Since I my Thefts as cautioufly conceal. 

And fumptuous Silver Vafes never fteal : 

But once fecure from Punifhment and Fear, 

Nature will foon rfefume her wild Career. 
I ^ He who rules others, fliould himfelf be free ; 

Can you, thus prov'd a Slave, be Lord to Me ? 

And though the Praetor's Wand fliould touch your 
Head, 

You ftill, like me, would fhake with fervile Diiead. 
\ Add, which ftill heavier in the Scale muft weigh, 

I If, as is ufual, all the reft obey 

One Mafter-Slave, what then to Me are you ? 

That Mafter-Slave : You govern Me, 'tis true, 

But are yourfelf enflav'd by wild Defires, 

A 8 very Puppet, mov'd with Springs and Wires. 
} .Horace. 

\ Who then is free ? 

D A v u s. 
' The Wife \ for he maintains 

An Empire o'er himfelf ; him neither Chains, 

Nor Want, nor Death difliearten ; he fubdues 
. Rebellious Lufts ; with Scorn Ambition views ; 

\ i\nd, 9 in himfelf colledted, fmooth and round, 

From his firm Mind all Fortune's Shafts rebound. 
^ View well the Piece, and then you muft declare, 

That pf ypurfclf you trace no Likenefs there. 
Your Vv^ench lo five Talents afks ; deny'd, the 
j5 Gate 

She fhuts upon you, and a Jorden's Freight 

Difcharges 
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Difchafges on your Shoulders^ then again , 
She mildly courts you to refume her; Chain* 
Now, now your Neck from this vile Bondage free. 
And let your Anions with your Words agree ! 
Ah ! no ; your Mind a lawlefs Lord enthralb, 
"Who, if you flop, your Side " relentlefs galls. 

When you withRapture ^^Paujtas^ Figures przKcf 
"Do you Icfs Blame deferve than I, who gaze 
With ftupid Wonder on a Sign, which (hows. 
How Gladiators give and parry Blows, 
With Coal and Oker daub'd, and void of Rule ? 
But Davus is a Dolt, an idle Fool, 
And you a Man of Tafte, whofe curious Eye 
Can all the Beauties Of Antiques defcry. 

If a hot fmoking Pye attradls your Slave, 
You ftrait revile him as a greedy Knave 5 
But your ftridl Virtue and fuperior Tafte 
Defpife the Dainties of a nice Repaft. 
From my luxurious Throat what Ills enfue ? 
hook on my Back ! behold it, black and blue ! 
But how are you lefs puniih'd, when you boaft 
How vaft a Price your far-fetch 'd Dainties coft^ ? 
Qualms and Difeafes lurk beneath each Plate, 
And the Legs totter with the Body's Weight, 
Say, if a Boy juft Chaftifement receives, 
Who, in Return for Grapes delicious, gives 
A Curry-comb juft ftol'n, what Slaves are they, 
Whofe Lands and Farms in Feafting melt aviiray f 

• L 2 Addf 
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Add, that you ftill abhor to be alone. 
Nor can you make one vacant Hour your own : 
In Difcontent you roam from Place to Place, 
And feek by Wine or Sleep your Cares to chafe : 
In vain \ for Care purfues with fwifter Wing. 

Horace. 
Give me a Stone — 

D A V u s. 

For what ? 

Horace. 

Swords, Arrows bring ! 

D A V u s. 
Hark ! is he mad, or does he Verfc repeat ? 

Horace. 
Hence, hence, vile Rafcal, make a quick Retreat, 
Or at my Sahine Farm, with conftant T'oil, 
Thou, the ninth Slave, fhalt dig the ftubborn SoiL 



NOTES. 

1 DavuSf according to Strabo, is the fame as Daau. 
The Romans took many Slaves from among the GeUstmd 
Dactans. Hence in their Comic Writers a Slave is com- 
monly called Geta^ or Da^us. 

a Ufoitale putts,'] The Ancients confidered it as a 
Symptom of inort Life^ when a Perfon was very accom- 
piiihed in Youth : And we ftill fay, He bos too much 
Wit to be hng'lifved. Thus Ceflius in Seneca^ ipeaking of 
Alfius FlaviuSi Tarn immature magnum ingenium non eft vi^ 
t^. ** So great a Genius premature^ will drop early.*' 
And Sbakejpeare, 
So wife, fo young, they fay do ne'er live long. 

And 
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And agaiiij 

Short Summer lightly has a forward Spring. 

Richard III. 

3. Liber tate Decembri ^^utere^'] Slaves, dur- 

ing the Feafts oi Saturn, wore their Mailers Habits, and 
were allowed to fay what they pleafed. For a farther 
Account of thefe Feafts, fee the Notes on Satire III. of 
this Book. 

4 _ Uivd Prifcus inaniJ] Prifcus was either a 

Senator, or a Knight. Rin^s, at firft, were looked up- 
on as a Mark of Etfeminacy, and therefore worn on the 
Fingers of the Left Hand, that they might be the lefs 
confpicuous. The Charafter of the Duke of Wbartov^ 
admirably drawn by Mr. Pope, feems to have had a 
great Refemblance to that of this noble Roman, See his 
Kpiftle to Lord Cobbam, ver. 181 to 209. 

^ Juja cbiragra.l Horace applies this Epithet 

to the Gout, to intimate, that it was the Reward of 
f^olaneritti^s Debaucheries. 

6 Dum, qua CrsJ)>ifti docuit me janitor, edo.'] 

Unyile I declare lubat I ba*ve learned from tbe Porter of 
Crifpinus. 

I fiippofe, that thefe Words refer to the folemn mo- 
ral Precepts he is goin^ to utter, which are worthy the 
Mouth of the wifeft Philolbpher 5 and that Dawia would 
thus apologife for the Smattering of Philofophy he lias 
acquired. 

Sanadon underftands them in a different Senfe. He 
thinks Davus means, that the Porter of Crifpinus had told 
him Horace was guilty of thofe Vices with which he here 
upbraids him. But Davus himlelf was probably better 
acquainted with thefe than Cri/pinus's Porter. 

However, it is fubmitted to tlie Header's own Judg- 
ment, which of thefe is the true Conilru6lion. 

7 — — - Prodis ex judice Dama 
Turpis ] 

f\ e. * You quit the Robes of a Judg^, to take the 
^HabitofaSlave.' 

L 3 Augufiv$ 
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Augufius had granted to Horace the Privilege of wear- 
ing the Robe called AnguJiicla'viuMi which was embroi- 
dered with fnxall Studs ot Purple, and the Ring belong- 
ing to the Order of Knights. By this, he was incorpo^ 
rated with that Order, who fat as Judges in foiuf par- 
ticular Caufes, both civil and criminal j and were di- 
Itinguiflied by the Name of Commiffanes, On this Ac- 
count Dcvus calls him a Judge. Dacier. 

lb. As Horace was innocent of the Crinle with which 
D.rzns here charges him, it is thought, that the Satire 
was levelled at fome Perfon in High Life, whom he couicl 
iiot venture to attack in a more open Mann'er, 

8 Duceris ut nervis al'iems mobile Jignum,] 

Horace borrowed this Simile from the Stoics, with whom 
it was familiar j und they took it from Socrates, An 
Atkenianj in the ftrft Book of Plato^s Commonwealth, 
iays, • Ti'.at the Paflions have the fame Effect on our 
•Bodies as thofe Wires^ have on the Puppets : They 

* move all our Limbs, and produce contrary Motions 

* with thwarting Powers.' 

The Emperor Marcus Antoninus alfo frequently makes 
ufe of this Simile. See the fixth and tenth Books of his 
Meditations $ the latter, towards the Concluiion. 

9 ' In fdpfo totus teres at que rotundus.'] 

Thus the common Editions j but Bentley points it ill tU3 
Manner, 

■ Injeipfo totus ; teres atque rotundus i 

which is followed by the Tranflator. 

The fpherical Figure is the moft perfe^: and durable, 
and the fittelt to refill all external Impreffions. 

On this ' Account P/a/o fays, in his TtmauSy * That 

* God has made the World round, that it might be eter- 

* nai, and that nothing (hould be able to deftroy it, but 
« the Will of him who created it.' 

And thus Marcus Antoninus fpeaks to himfelf : * ThoU 
< mayll pafs thy Life without Trouble, if thou canft ire- 
« fenible the Sphere of Empedoclesy which, having no \\\- 
■*■ equahiies, but being perfeaiy round, revolves for ever 

* on its own Ajcis^ untircd.' Meditations, XH. 3. 

20—— %/a- 
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10 *■' ■ f^uinque taknta.] About five hundred 
Pounds. 

hcrace here alludes to the firft Scene of the firft A«5l of 
Terence's iLunuch. 

11 Et acres fubje^at lajfo fiimulos,'] The late 

Dr. Young, in his Centaur not fabulous y has liappily made 
ufe of the (ame Image which Horace here employs i 

* Men given to Pleafure (\\hom he calls Centaurst as be- 
ing partly human, partly brutal) ' are daily rhl, and 

* fvily gallccf, by the domineering Infolence of their in- 

* flamed Miltrefs/ P. 276. 

And, in another Place, he quotes this \\x.hy Arabian 
Pi-overb : « Let him. that would be fafe avoid frvin 

* 1 hings, namely, Wafps, Spiders, Hyajnas, Crocodiles, 
« Effs, Adders, and fine Women.' 

12 Fel cum Paujitcd torpes taMld."} Paufias w^s an ex- 
cellent Flower- Painter of Sicjone, contemporary with 
J^elies, 

Tjiere is a Paflage in Cicero^ parallel with this in 
Horace : * You ftand fixed, and gazing at a Pifture of 

* Ecbio/Tf or a Statue of Poiycletus^ as if you had loft 

* your Senfes. When I behold you ftruck viith Wonder, 

* and hear you crying out in Rapture, ** Admirable ! 
** Marvellous,'* &c, 1 cannot help tbinJdag, that you 
< are the Slave' of every Trifle. 

** But are not thefe Things beautiful ?" you will fay. 

* Undoubtedly. But they are fitter to be the Toys of 

* Children, than the Objects of Man's Dotage.' 
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The Same Satire Imitated. 
By Mr. Christopher Pit T. - 

Servant, 
C IR, — I've long waited in my Turn to have 
AWord with you — but I'm your humble Slave. 
Poet. 
What Knave is that ? My Rafcal ! 

Servant. 

Sir, 'tis I ; 
No Knave nor Rafcal, but.your trufty Guy. 

Poet. 
V/ell, as your Wages ftill are due, Til bear 
Your rude Impertinence this Time of Year. 
Se R V At? T. 

Some Folks are drunk one Day, and fome for evcr> 
And fome, WktWhartm^ but twelveYears together,- 
Old Evremond^ renown'd for Wit and Dirt, 
Would change his Living dftner than his Shirt ; 
Roar with the Rakes of State a Month ; and come 
To ftarve another in his Hole at Home. 
So rov'd wild Buckingham^ the public Jeft, 
Now fome Inn-holder's, now a Monarch's Gueft ; 
His Life and Politics of every Shape, 
This Hour a Roman^ and the next an Ape. 
The Gout in every Limb from every Vice, 
Poor Cbdio hir'd a Boy to throw the Dice. 
Some wench for ever \ and their Sins on thofc 
By Cuftom fit as eafy as their Cloaths. 

Som^ 
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Some fly, like Pendulums, from Good toEvil^ 

And in that Point arc madder than the D«vil : . 

For they — 

Poet. 

To what will thefe vile Maxims tend ? 
And where, fweet Sir, will your Reflexions end ? 

Servant. 
In You. 

Poet. 
In Me, you Knave ? Make out your Charge* 
Servant. 
You praife low-living, but you live at large. 
Perhaps you fcarce believe the Rules you teach^ 
Or find it hard to pradife what you preach. 
Scarce have you paid one idle Journey down. 
But, without Bufinefs, you're again in Town. 
If none invite you. Sir, abroad to roam, - 
Then — ^Lord, what Pleafure 'tis to read at home I 
And fip your two Half-pints with great Delight 
Of Beer at Noon, and muddled Port at Night. 
'Prom* Encombe^Jehn comes thundering at theDoor^ 
With, ' Sir, my Matter begs you to come o'er, 

* To pafe thefe tediousHours, thefe Winter Nights, 

* Not that he dreads Invafions, Rogues, or Sprites/ 
Strait for your two beft Wigs aloud you call. 
This ftifF ill Buckle, that not curl'd at all. 

* And where, you Rafcal, are the Spurs,* you cry j 

* And O ! what Blockhead laid the Bulkins by r' 

• The Scat of John Pitt, Efquire, in Dor/etfiire^ 

L 5 Ott 
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On your old battcr'd Mare you*H needs be gone, 
f No Matter whether on four Legs or none) 
Splafb, plunge and ftumbleas you fcour theHeath, 
All fwear at Morden *tis on Life or Death : 
.Wildly through Wareham Streets you fcamper on, 
Raife all the Dogs and Voters in the Town i 
Then fly for fix long dirty Miles as bad. 
That Corfe and Kingjlon Gentry think you mad* 
And all this furious Riding is to prove 
Your high Refpedl, it feems, and eager Love : 
And yet that mighty Honpur to obtain, 
Banks^ Shaftejbury^ DodingtQHy may fend in vain* 
Before you go, we curfe the Noife you make. 
And blefs the Moment that you turn your Back, 
As for myfelf, I own it tp your Face, 
I love good Eating, and I take my Glafs : 
But fure 'tis ftrange, dear Sir, that this fliould be 
In You Amufen)ent, but a Fault in Me. 
All this is bare refining on a Name, 
To, make a Difference where the Fault's the 
fame. 
My Father fold me to your Service here. 
For this fine Livery and four Pounds a Y^ar, 
A Livery you (hpuld weajr as well as I, 
And thi$ I'll prove -*-- but lay your Cudgel by. ^ 
You ferve your Paffions, Thus, without a Jeft, 
Both arc but Fellow-fervants at the beft. 
Yourfelf, good Sir, are play 'd by your Defires, 
A mere tall Puppet dancing on the Wires. 

P E T*J 
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Poet. 
Who, at this Rate of talking, can be free ? 

Servant- 
The brave, wife, honeft Man, and only He. 
Al] elfe arc Slaves alike, the World around. 
Kings oa the Throne, anjd Beggars on the Ground, 
He, Sir, is Proof to Grandeur, Pride, orPdf^ 
And (greater ftill) isMafter of himfelf : 
Not to-and-fro by Fears and FaAions hurl'd. 
But loofe to all the Interefts of the World : 
And while thatWorid. turns round, entire and whole 
He keeps the facred Tenor of his Soul ; 
In every Turn of Fortune ftill the fame. 
As Gold unchang'd, or brighter from the Flame ; 
Collefted in himfelf, with godlike Pride, 
He fees the Darts of Envy glance afide ; 
And, fix'd like Atlas^ while the Tempefts blow. 
Smiles at the idle Storms that roar below. 
One fuch you know, a Layman, to your Shame,^ 
And yet the Honour of your Blood and Name. 
If you can fuch a Charadler maintain. 
You too are free, and Tm your Slave again, 

But when in Hemjkirk\ Pictures you delight. 
More than myfelf, to fee two Drunkards fight, 
*'Fool, Rogue, Sot, Blockhead,' or fuch Names, 

are mine ; 
Yours arcf, * a Connoifleur,^ or * deep Divine.* 
Vm chid for loving a luxurious Bit, 
The fiicrcd Prize of Learning, Worth, and Wit : 

L 6 Acid 
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And yet fomc fell their Lands thefe Bits to buy ; 
Then, pray, who fuffers moft from Luxury ? 
Tm chid, ^tis true ; but then I pawn no Plate, 
I feal no Bonds, I mortgage no Eftate. 

Befides, high Living, Sir, muft wear you out 
With Surfeits, Qualms, a Fever, or the Gout, 
JBy fome new Pleafures are you ftill engrofs'd. 
And when you fave an Hour, you think it loft* 
To Sports, Plays, Races, from your Books you run^ 
And like all Company, except your own. 
You hunt, drink, flcep, or (idler ftill) you rhyme : 
Why ? — but to banifliThought,and murdcrTime* 
And yet that Thought, which you difcharge in 
Like a foul loaded Piece, recoils again. [vain. 

Poet. 
7ifw, fetch a Cane, a Whip, a Club, a Stone — 

Servant. 
For what ? 

Poet. 
A Sword, a Piftol, or a Gun : 
111 (boot the Dog, 

Servant. 

Lord ! who would be a. Wit? 
He^s in a mad, or in a rhyming Fit. 
Poet. 
, Fly, fly, you Rafcal, for your Spade and Fork \, 
For once I'll fet your lazy Bones to work. 
Fly, or I'll fend you back without a Groat 
To tlie bleak Mountains whexe you firft were 
caughtt^ 

^ NOTE. 
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The Author of this Imitation was educated at JPh" 
tbefter SchooU When he was near the Head of it, he 
gave up, as an Exercife aftei* the Holidays, a poetical 
Verfion of the ten Books of Lucan, He was Fellow of 
NeiV'Col/egi, Oxford^ and afterwards Reft or of Pimpem^ 
near Blandf$rdy in Dorfet/hin. He is well known to the 
learned World as the Tranflator of l^ida% Art of Poetry^ 
and HrgiPs jEneid* The former would have been moarc 
ufeful, had it been illuftrated with Notes. He alfo pub* 
li(hed a Volume of occafional Poems. The above Imi- 
tation, and fome others in this Collcftion, were printed 
iince his Deceafe. He was related to the Pitts of Dorfit- 
Jbire^ who have fo eminently diftinguiihed themfelves in 
Parliament, and to Vq:, Lvwtb, 

One of Mr. Pitfz learned Friends wrote the following 
Xines on his Tranflation of Vida : 

Fida no more the long Oblivion fears. 
Which hid his Virtues through a Length of Years j ' 
Ally'd to thee, he lives again ; thy Rhymes 
Shall friendly bear him down to lateft Times, 
And do his injured Reputation Right ; 
WTiile in thy Work, with fuch Succefs, unite 
His Strength of Judgment, and his Charms of Speech^ 
That Pt^cepts pleafei and Mufic feems to teach. 

CL0CEST2& RlOXEYc 
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SATIRE Vlir. 

Horace and » F u n d a n i u $ .. 
5y Mr. J. D u N c o M B E.. 

ADefcription of the V z ast of Rv i^ v ^ 
N A s. I D I E N V s* 

HOR A CB^ 

TjrO W did you fare at wealthy Rufus' Feafi? 
^ •* When yefterday I fought you for my Giieft 
I heard you din'd with him. 

FUNDANIUS. 

A better Day ^ 
I never pafs'd, 

Horace. 

Indeed ! What Dainties, pray, 
AJlay'd your Hunger, and regal'd your Tafte ? 

Fundanius. 
Firft, a Lucanlan Boar the Table grac'd : 
Diflblv'd in Lees of Wine, Anchovies crown'd 
The DiQi with Sauce 3 with Carrots, many a 

Pound, . • 

And Radiflies and Lettuce garnifli'd round 
And it was caught, if Rufus' Words were true, 
When i SouthernGaleswith genial Softnefs blew. 

This Cp^fe remov'd, a Boy, in trim Array, 
with purple Napkin fwept the Crumbs away ; 

Another 



} 
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Another took up all the Scraps that fell, 
; That nothing might ojffend our Sight or SmelL 
Then, like th' Atbeman Maid, with folemn Pace* 
Stalking at Ceres^ Feaft, his tawny Face 
Hydafpes rcar'd, iand brought Cacubian Wines, 
Alcon 3 the Chtan^ prefsM from Latian Vines. 

* If you, Macenasj rather chufe the Growth 

* Of J3a or Falernus^ 1 have both/ 
The Matter cries. 

Horace. 
4; O wretched Hoard ! bat faj^ 
Who (h^M^'d, befide, the Dainties of the pay { 

FUNDANJUS. 

5 The upper Bed was with Macenas grac'd 5 
Next were Servilius and Vibidius plac'd ; 

I on the Right-hand Bed, Vifcus near Me, 

6 Varius below, if true my Memory j 
The Left to 7 Nomentanus was affign'd 
And For cm ; Rufus in the Midft reclin'd. 
Porclus^ than whom there lives no greater Droll, 
At one large Gulp the Cuftards fwallow'd whole. 
While Nomentanus due Encomiums pali'd. 

And pointed out each Diflx of higher Tafte. 
For Wild-fowl, Lobfters, Sea-fifli were our Fare, 
But fo difguis'd we knew not what they were. 
With Plaife delicious he my Plate fup ply'd, 
(Such I ne'er eat) and with a Flounder fry'd : 
Then faid, 8 « Thefe Honey-apples flxqpld remain 

* Ungather'd, till the Moon is on the Wane 5 

* For 
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« For then, believe me, ruddier they appear.* _. 
Where lies the Difference you from him may hcai^. 

• Oh ! (cries Vibidius) we ihall furely die 

* Without Revenge, unlefs we drink him dry: 

* Bring larger Glaffes/ Palenefs now o'eri^pread 
Poor Rufus* Face ; for nothing dfd he dread 
Like a hard Drinker, who with Jokes mifplac*d 
Attacks his Friends j or elfe he fear*d the Feaft, ' 
By thefeftrongLiquors pall*d,woaldlofeit$Tafte* 

Brifkly the Glafs goes round ; we drink away. 
And foon the Flaggons drain 5 for all obey, . 
Save Rm/us and the Sycophants ; he fips 
But little ; they, like him, juft wet their Lips.. 

Now came a Lamprey, in a Length of Difh, 
Shrimps floating round. When thus our Hoft : 

« This Fia, 
« You fee^ is full of Spawn ; the Fled is bad, 

* That Seafon over. Thus the Soup is made ; 

* Soon as we fee the fteaming Liquor boil, 

* Caviare we inix, and beft Venafran Oil, 

< And, well matured by Age, Italian Wine j 

* But, after it is boil'd, we Chian join : 

« Still farther to improve it fome delight, 
« By Z<?/^/tf'» Vinegar and Pepper white. 

* Before my Time the Romans never knew 

* The Rocket green, and Elecampane to ftew i 

* But to Curtillus I th^Palm refign 

* Of ftcwiag Cray-fiih in the Cockle Brine/ 

The 
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The Canopy, high- towering o'er his Head, 
While thus he fpoke, fell down, and inftant fpread 
Such Clouds of Duft, as ne'er are feen to rife 
When o'er Campania's Plains the Whirlwind flies. 

This Danger o'er, though greater Ills we fear'd. 
And ftood aghaft, our droopingHearts were chear'd. 
But from his Eyes th' o'erflowing Tears diftill'd 
In copious Streams, as if his Son were kill'd : 
An J had not Nomentanus thus relieved 
His agonifing Friend, he ftill had griev'd : 

* Q. wayward Fortune, cruel Deity ! 

* Whate'er our Wifdom plans is fpoil'd by thee/ 
From Peals of Laughter Varius could but juft 
Refrain, though in his Mouth the Cloth he thruft, 
SeruUius^ gravely fneering, then began : 

* So frail, fo tranfient are the Hopes of Man! 

* Who, in Return for all his anxious Pains, 

* A Glory equal to his Labour gains ? 

* Alas ! that you fhould lavifli all your Care 

* To treat your Friends with fuch delicious Fare;. 

* To fee your Boys in neat and gay Attire, 

* Your Soup well boii'd, your Loaves unfcorch'd 

by Fire, 

* Since, fpite of all this Toil, (as now the Cafe) 

* A Canopy may fall, or fome choice Vafe 

* Be crack'dbyftumbling Slaves—Asin the Field "1 

* So at a Feaft, thatWorth which lies concealed C 

* In profpsrous Days, in adverfe is rcveal'd/ J 

Rufui 

i 
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Rufus to this,*Thanks, kind and gen'rousFriend ! 

* O may the Gods to all your Prayers attend !' 
Then for his 9 Sandals call'd. From Man to Man 
On every Bed the whizzing Whifper ran. 

No comic Scene could give more Laughter Birth. 

Horace. 
Did nothing more, I pray, provoke your Mirth ? 

F u N D A N I u s. 
Vthidim calls aloud, ' Is every Flafk 

* Of Liquor broken, that I ftill muft aflc 

* In vain for Wine ?' Servlliusy pleas'd by Art 
So to have dup'd our Hoft, performs his Part, 
As fecond in the Farce. With fparklirrg Eyes 
See ! he returns. When ftrait Servilius cries, 

* I doubt not now, but large Amends you've made 
« For the fly Trick that flippery Fortune play'd.* 
With Flour and Salt well-powder'd, lo ! a Crane 
Cut up and grill'd, borne by a fervile TraiUi. 
Livers of milk-white Geefe, which fat had grown 
By eating Figs ; of Hares the Wings alone. 

As much the fweeteft ; Blackbirds over-broil'd. 
And many a Ring-Dove of its Rump defpoil'd. 
All curiousThings, no doubt, had not our Frien4 
Explain'd their various Ufes without End. 

Bat in Revenge we nothing more would tafte, 
And all abruptly burry'd from the Feaft, 
As if Canidia's Breath, thian Sjiakes more foul. 
Had tainted every Oifb, and poifon'd every Bowl. 

NOTES. 
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NOTES. 

The chief Merit of this Satire feems to be its givinjf 
Co exaft an Account of a Roman Entertainment, and the 
Manner of Feaftijig eighteen huutlred Years ago. 

1 Fundanius was an excellejit Writer of Comedy, and 
is celebrated as fuch by our Ppet, in Satire X. Book I. 
This humorous Account of Ru/us's Feaft is therefore, 
with great Propriety, put into his Mouth. 

2 Darter tells us, that the Boar was tainted. Wliat 
Authority he has for this AlTerticn we know not. Horace 
fays no fiich thing. Ru/us's pretending that its being 
c lught when the Wind was Southerly had made the 
Flefli more tender and delicate, afforded Matter enough 
for Ridicule, without this arbitrary Conjecture. 

3 — . C/;z«ffli maris experfj] This, may Hgmfy Chian 
Wirje, which had not pafled the Seas, or which had 
not been diluted wifth Sea Water, For the Gretks »fteit 
mixed a little of this Water with their Wines, to refine 
and purify them. The Tranflator has taken it in th© 

former Senle. It feems probable that Rufiis endeavoured 
to impoi'e on his Guefts, by giving them Itrong Italian 
for the true Cbi^ Wine. 

4. Divitias mi/eras n The Wines of Falernus zmiAIh^ 
were efteemed the be^. Horace here calls them <wretcbed 
Wealthy or ^wretched Hoards ^ bccaufe Kufus had not the 
Heart to produce them, tmlefs they flxould be called foir 

by his Guefts. 

5 The Beds on which the Romans reclined to eat were 
tifually of the fame Shape and Make, and held no itiore 
than three Perfons. Over thefe they threw a Quilt, 
ftuifed with Feathers. On this Pillows were laid, to 
fupport the Backs of the Guefts. 

Being fettled on the Beds, they wafhed their Hand»i 
and then were ferved with Garlands of Rofes and other 
Flowers. The middle Bed was the moft honourable^j 
and tlie Middle of that the higheft Place. ^ 

6 mmmm infra 
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6 ■ infra 

f^arius,"] Injra dliquem cubare, « to lie Mow iwp one^ 
n the fame as < to lie in one's Bofom i* as SI. John is (aid 
to have done in our Saviour*s$ \vhence fome have 
thought that either the fame Cuftom was obferved in al- 
inoft all Nations, or elfe that the Je^ws^ having been 
lately conquered by Pompey^ conformed themfelves in 
this, as in many other Rcfpedts, to the Example of 
their Mafters. Kennet s Roman Antiq. Part II. BookV. 
Chap. 9. 

7 Poreius and Nomtntanus were two Buffoons^ who 
ipere invited by Rufus to entertain Macejios and the 
Company. 

8 ■ pofl hoc me docuit meHmekty &c.] The Sides 
of the Difh were probably gamifhed with thefe Apples, 
as was cuftomary with the Romans, See Seneca de Pro^i" 
defitid, 

9 Etjbleas pofcit,'] The Solea vas a Sort of Sandal 
without any Upper -Leather, fo that it covered only the 
Sole of the Foot, being faftened above with Straps and 
Buckles. They properly belonged to the Ladies, and 
were looked upon as effeminate in the other Sex. Cicero. 
txpofes y^erres and Clodius for wearing them $ and Scipio 
was cenfured on the fame Account. Dunster. 

Rufus called for his Sandals, in order to go out and 
give Directions for more Viftuals to be brought in. 

The Ridicule in this Satire feems to be chiefly pointed 
at the Impertinence and falfe Delicacy o£ Rufus, and not 
at the Badnefs of his Provifion. 

It is of the Drafnatic Kind, and may be confidered t% 
the Scene of a Comedy. There is one Particular very 
remarkable, which is this j though the Friends of Md:^ 
eenas are very free in their Raillery, he himfelf docs not 
utter a Word. Herein Horace has obferved what the 
Trench call la Bietifeanccy Decency^ or Decorum, (a Rule 
not always praftifed by the Ancients) with great Ad- 
drefs. For tnough Rufus was in fa6t a Babbler and a 
Coxcomb, it w6iild not have become Macenas to railly 
his Friend at his own Table for an Entertainment which 
was intended to do him Honour. ' 

l>aci4:r 
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Dader and other Critics have taken a great deal of 
Pains (but, I think, without Succefs) to prove that 
every Di(h was wretched, and ill-chofen. 

We (hall conclude thefe Remarks with exhibiting, at 
one View, the Situation of Rujuys Guefts, and his Bill 
of Fare, coUedted from this Satire. The Order in which 
the Difhes are placed, being merely conjectural, is Tub* 
faitted to the Ladies, who may range them according to 
their own Tafte. 

SERV1LIUS> M.SCENAS, ViBIDIUS, 

ViSCUS, NOMENTANUI^ 

fundanius, rufus, 

Varius, Porcius. 

Firft Courfi. 

A Boar, with Anchovy Sauce 5 
The Di(h garnifhed with Lettuce, Radifhes, and Carrots* 

Second Courfe. 
Plaife and Flounders ; 

Lobfters; ^^hlhriT^ice .• WUdFowl, 

Cuilards or Cheefe -cakes. 

Third Courfe. 

(To repair the Lofs fuftained by the Falling of tli€ 

Canopy) 

A Crane ; 

Livers of Qttk ; Wings of Hares ; 

Blackbirds and Doves. 



Thi 
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rh€ MISER'S FEAST; 

Being the Same Satire Imitated. 

5y Edward Burn ABY Greene, Efq\ 

A Dialogue between one of the Guests and 
his Friend. 

Friend. 
^np WAS faid, you fliar'd, a jovial Guefl-, 

-*• The Laughter of our Neighbour's Feaft ^ 
Or I expefted you at Three, 
To eat fome Ham and Fowl with M^. 

Guest. 
Oh ! 'twas the fineft Scene of Mirth, 
And we the happieft Souls on Earth. 

Friend. 
But fay, what Difhes deck'd the Board ? 
How many did the Wretch afford ? 
For Mirth alone could ne'er aflwage 
Your hungry Stomach's eager Rage. 

Guest. 
Firft on the Table's lower Station 
A Leg of Mutton, Venifon-fafhion ; 
« This (cries the Hoft) I dare commend ; 
i The Prefent of a noble Friend ; 
* Which, far the fatteft of the Herd, 
^ His Lordfliip for myfelf preferr'd.' 

And 
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And now, to cloak the Mifer's Cheat, 
Full Boats of fweet Sauce took their Seat ; 
With fmoaking Gravy's richeft Tides, 
Which choak'd the Table's narro\v Sides* 
At Top a well-ftufPd Soup was plac'd, . 
High-feafon'd to provoke the Tafte ; 
With every ftrongeft Herb o'erfprcad. 
But chiefly cramm'd and clogg'd with Bread : 
This is in Plenty ferv'd about. 
To tire our loathing Palates out ; 
That, cloyM with this, we might be able 
To eat^no choicer Things at Table. 

The Crumbs now fwept with Ikilful Care 
(The Napkins fomewhat worfe for Wear) 
, Slow as the Bride with many a Tear 
Stalks by her once-lov'd Hufband's Bier, 
So flow a loaded Negro ft^pt, 
(Such Slaves, you know, are cheaply kept) 
With Salver rear'd he fweet Wine bore, 
The Growth, 'twas faid, of foreign Shore ; 
(But I can fcarce believe 'tis true. 
It any Place but England knew.) 
« Such Wines (our Niggard cries) as thefc 

* Did ne'er, I own, my Palate pleafe 5 
« They may be good 5 but I've a Store, 

< That mufty I'm fure, regale you more. 
« Tafle y I am certain you'll befriend it j 

* And, as the beft, I dare commend it. 



ft40 SATIRES ^/ H041ACE.. 

• John^ fetch the Wine of which I fpeak, 
< But on your Life no Bottle break. 

* Go ; on the Right, you know, 'tis fpread ; 

« The Corks, you'll find, are feal'd with Red/ 
He fpoke j — the Butler carries out 
The Wine he went to hand about ; 
For fear, that, confcious of the Cheat, 
The Guefts Ihould fmell the low Deceit j 
And his beft Wine, howe'er they fought, 
Th« careful Servants never brought. 

Friend. 
Now tell me, who befide was there. 
So blefs'd the curious Feaft to ihare I 

Guest. 
The worthy Giver of the Feaft 
In lordly Pomp at Top was plac'd j 
And at the Bottom fat a Friend, 
I par'd each Di(h to recommend j 
Befide there were a Number more ; 
I think we made juft half a Sdore. 
One Gueft was feated clofe to Me, 
(An honeft Captain of the Sea,) 
Who brought, the niggard Wretch to fpite. 
Two Brothers to the jovial Sight. 
Swelling in all the Pride of Fat, 
Next, an huge Alderman there fat : 
Scarcely four Syllables he fpoke ; 
Others he left in Words to joke i 

An^, 
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And, carelefs of whatever followed. 

Each neareft Difli promifcuous fwallow'd. 

The Parafite, of curious Tafte, 

In Rank of Coniioijfeur was plac'd ; 

If any Difh unheeded lies,. 

His Hand difplays the fmoaking Prize : 

For we, poor Critics of a Treat, 

All with unknowing Relifh eat ; 

As fuch nice Sauce difguis'd each^^Cifh, 

We fcarce coviW tell the Fowl from Fifti. 

And now his friendly Arm high-pilM 

My Plate, with half a Mackrell broil'd ; 

But broil'd in vain ; my Nofe betrays 

The Fifh had pafs'd its fweeteft Days. 

Next, Goofeberries in Plenty flowed ; 

My Plate fcarce bears the various Load : 

For thefe with liberal Arm he plac'd. 

To hide the Fifli's real Tafte. ,.^.x 

The Captain fees with eager Eyes 

This wondrous Scene ; then whifpering cries^ 

* Come, let us freely drink away, 

* Or we are poifon'd, if we ftay : 

« Quick let us drain the Niggard's Cellar j 

* Here, give fome larger Glaffes, Fellow. 

* Can fuch fmall Cups the Thirft appeafe ? 

* A Thimble holds as much as thefe.' 

He fpoke 5 the Landlord, pale with Dread, 
His Colour changed, and hung his Head, 

Vol. IIL M * As 
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* JohH, fetch t»- • ef-^f^^ 

* But o- fi '^fi^'Soul — 



G 'V^^'.^rThinking 

• ^^-'^'^Itf i»'* nearcft Friends. 



'i>'^'ihc Sound of Drinking* 



y'^ 



I .^ '/■■• '"^^y< «nd recommends 



fyJ^'PJ^attd Nob,' and * ro«rj and Mine^'' 
/>'^'ufld the Board in Floods of Wine. 
^^'%rd^^ dependent Folk, 
^^**,j /tarcely half indulge the Joke ; 
^Vith lingc""g Mouth they fip the Cup, 
And pau'^j unwilling, o'er the Sup, 

ffigh o'er the Shrimps, that round were fpread, 
An huge, long Turbot heaves his Head. 
With all a Hoft^s o'er-ruling Pride, 
Then to the Alderman he cry'd ; 

* This you will find delicious Food • 

* I took great Care to have it good. 

* My Servant.ranfack'd every Stall 

* From Wejlminjler to Leadenhall^ 

« Rcfolv'd the beft alone fliould do, 
*^ To feaft fuch worthy Guefts as you : 
< The Butter for the Sauce defign'd 

* (To treat you richly was my Mind) 

* From Epping came this Morning j here 

* Our Butter is but paltry Cheer. 

* Piut the Shrimp-Sauce I need not puff> 

* All other Sauces are but Stuff— 

'*Thi» 
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* This gives a Flavour to the Difli ; 

* Which elfe were but a taftelefs Fiih, 

* My own direfting Care exprefs'd 

* Which Way the Turbot fliould be drefsM j 
« And, without Vanity, Vm plac'd 

< The foremoft 'midft the Men of Tafte. 

< 'Tis bold, indeed, to recommend 

^ This Sauce to an experienced Friend : 

* I know the Common-Council eats 

« The Sauce of Lobfters at their Treats ; 

< But that affords too rich Delight, 

* And gluts the jaded Appetite/ 

Alas ! what fudden Turns of Fate 
Mar even the good Man's happieft State 1 
How, (huddering, muft tti' aftonifli'd Mufc . 
Tell the Difafter that enfues ! 
Our Hoft, as, bending from his Chair^ 
He whifper'd in his Butler's Ear, 
(Perhaps, for that's his general Cry, 
Some Lefture on Frugality) ^ 

Loud as the widely-echoing Sound 
When dreadful Earthquakes fhake the Ground, 
Dropp'd from the Seat (it could no more — 
Time to the Dregs its Frame had wore) 
The Table-cloth, to fave his Fall, 
He grafps ; down rufh Plates, Diflies, alL 
The wondering Guefts, with penfivc Care, * , 
Pale, on the proftrate Landlord ftare : 

M 2 Poor 
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Poor Gripus figh'd, and hung his Head ; . 
He rather would have feen us dead : 
And would have wept for all the Night, 
Had not the Friend relicv'd his Plight : 

* O Fortune ! what a cruel Jade, 

c Thou Miftrefs of the knavifh Trade \ 

* Away — no more thefe empty Jokes j 

* Go with thy Wit to other Folks ; 

* Nor thus with Men of Virtue fport — 

* I hope, dear Sir, you feel no Hurt.* 
The Tar (in Truth, I thought he'd burft)- 
Full in his Mouth the Napkin thruft : 
Half.pleas'd, half-angry at the Jeft, 

The Alderman his Laugh fuppreft : 

« All Men, (he cry'd,) my Friend, are born 

* For Fortune's Spite, or Fortune's Scorn. 

* What though your boundlefs Merit clain^ 

* The Triumph of eternal Fame ? 

^ Intruding Woes your Glories blot, 

* Such is frail Life's precarious Lot ! 

* While the rich Dilhes to prepare, 

* You all a Landlord's Troubles fhare ; 

* Each Sauce with ftrongeft Seafonings grac'i 

* To fuit the Guefts difcerning Tafte j 

* The Servants with Decorum due 

* Clean for the Day, with Livery new j 

* Yet fee what Ills your Rage provoke | 

* The Chair (perhaps thQ Legs were broke 

•By 
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* By carelefs Fellows) haplefs Doom ! 

' Spreads with its ruin'd Frame the Room : 

* One Difh your Cook in roafting fpoils. 
Another, heedlefs, overboils; 

* And when your Kindnefs from the Stable 

* Calls your Poftillion to the Table, 

* The Varlet, ftumbling, breaks a Plate, 

* And all Things fpeak the Frown of Fate. 

* — Yet, Courage ! Fortune rules us all ; 
Each has his Rife, and each his Fall : 

* Though PruJJia's King, with dauntlefs Might, 

* Roufes his Squadrons to the Fight ; 

* When Fortune's adverfe Tempeft lowers, 
'^ 'Tis then fhe calls forth all his Powers ; 

* Then gives that Blaze of Worth to fhine, . 

* Which elfc were but a hidden Mine : 

* And thus a Landlord's various Fame 

* (Your Stations, Friend, are much the fame) 
' Is as the Good or 111 he bears, 

* Nor buoy'd by Hopes, nor funk by Fears/ 
He fpoke ; our grateful Hoft replies, 
(The Tears juft ftreaming from his Eyes) 

' Oh may kind Heaven's indulgent Love 

' The Tenor of your Vows approve ! 

' Long may you live, too-generous Gueft, 

* Of Men the happieft, as the beft ! * 
He ended \ and v/ith mournful Call 
{Limping and faultering from his Fall) 

His 
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His Cane demanding, turns about \ 

• Excufe me, Friends 5' — then hobbles out : 
While with loud Laughter each Beholder 
Jogs his next Neighbour by the Shoulder ; 
In fhort, not Comus* Court could more 
Have fet the Table in a Roar. 

Friend. 
Now tell me, how you pafs'd away 
The reft of your delightful Day ? 

Guest. 
^ 'Tis ftrange, (the Sailor cries,) I thinks 

• You make us ftay fo long for Drink ; 

• Pr'ythee, how often muft I call ? 

« — . What, have your Flalks too had a Fall V 

With Peals of Laughter, as he fpoke. 

His Friends improved on every Joke : 

While you, who late, moft worthy Hoft, 

Lamented, as your All were loft ; 

Chear'd up, return with Smiles of Art, 

Thofe poor Difguifers of the Heart — 

For now aloft uprearM in Air, 

A mighty Hafh the Servants bear ; 

Full many a Leg of Fowl fet forth— 

(« Wings,' cries our Hoft, * are little worth') 

Round with the ftrongeft Sauce 'twas grac'd 

Of Mufliroons, to difgiiife the Tafte 5 

The Fowls far ftronger — which were fpoil'd^ 

For former Dinner? roaft and b^il'd* 

In 
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In a full Difli another brings 

Of a tough Har^ the 0iatterM Wings : 

^ Thefe are efteem'd delicious Meat ; 

* The Backs we Critics never cat/ 
Then brought they, roafted o^er and o'er, 
Of mangled Larks a plenteous Store : 

In ihort, or Fowls, or Meats, or Fifli^ 
We all were fick of every Difli : 
Befides, with endle(s Strain, our Hoft 
Still plagues us with„ ' How much they coft f 

* Ftn fcire, I might extdl my Food : . , 

* I hope, you find your Dinner good : 

* You fee your Treat' — (and full enough 
He'd giv'n us of his precious Stuff*) 

« John^ take the Cloth, and, fwift as Thought^ 
' Be Wine, and Pipes, and Glaffefe brought/ 

Now nods and whifpers every Gueft, 
Tir'd out by fuch a wretched Feaft ; 
One takes his Watch ; * As Tm alive^ 
« Sir, I've engag'd myfdf at Five, 

* To meet a Set of Friends at Tea ^ 

* And now *tis almoft Six by Me.' 

** So late ?" exclaims his neighbour Friend 5 
** I, too, a Party muft attend 
"Of Ladies to VauxhaU to-night." 
Then rofe we all in vengeful Spite^ 
And from the Table, to a Man, 
Half-poifon'd by the Dainties, ran ^ 

Leaving 
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Leaving his Parafites to fip 

The fcarce-wet Glafs with fparing Lip. 

Thus in an angry League we part, 
Juft famifliM, with as ready Heart. 
(Leaving the Niggard in the Lurch) 
As modifh Ladies from a Church. 



^U End I?/ /i&^ T h I r d Vo l u m e^ 



